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The firft part of the Conten- 

tion of the two Famous Houfes 0} York? 

and Lancafler, with the death of 



the good Duke Humfrey* 

fitter at one doore,King Henry the fxt, and Humfrey Duke ofGlo ce- 
fier, the Duk? ofSomerfet, the Duke of Buckingham, CardmaH 
Bedford, and others • 

g,„, „ ,y „!*■ 1™, A, D*h fSf 

folkf , and Queen Margaret, and the Earle of Salisbury aadlTar- 

wiclte, „ 

Suffolk?' ' 

S by yout high Impcriall Maielucs conunandj 
I had in charge at my depart for France, 

As Procurator for your Excellence, 
fo marry Princes Margaret for your Grace} 

So in the ancient famous Citty T owers, 

In prefence of the Kings of France and CjJJlle , 

The Dukes of Orleance, Calabar fBritaine, and jilonfon . 

Seuen Earles, tw clue Barons, and twenty reuerend Byfhops, 

I did performe my taske, and was efpoufd. 

And now, mod humbly on my bended knees, 

In fight of England and her-royall Pceres, 

Deliuer vp my title in the Queene 

Vntoyour gracious Excellence, that are the fubftance 

Of that gteat ftiadow I did reprefent : 

Thehappieft gift that euerMarquelfe gaue. 

The faireft Queene that cuer King pofieft. 
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King. Suffolk; itiCc. 

Welcome Qveene Margaret to EngliftvHenries Court, 

The greateft fhew ofkindnefleyet we can beftow. 

It this kinde kifle : O gracious God ol heauen. 

Lend me a heart repleate with thankefulnefle. 

For in this beauteous face thou haft beftowd 
A world of pleafures to my perplexed foule. 

Queene. Th’exccfliuclouc ! bcarc vntoyour Grace, 

Forbids me to be lauifh of my tongue, 

Lcaft I fhould fpeake more then befeemes a woman ; 

Let this fuffice, my bhfle is in your liking. 

And nothing can make poore Margaret miferable, 

Vnlefle the frowne of mighty Englands king. 

King. Her lookes did wound, but now her fpecch dotlrpierce 
Louely Queenc Margaret fitdowne by my fide : 

And VnkleGloftcr.andyou Lorldly Pceres, 

With one voyce welcome my beloued Queenc. 

AH. Long Hue Queenc Margaret, Englands happinefle. 
Quyene. VVe thankeyou all. Sound trumpets 

Suffolk;. My Lord Prote&or, fo it pleafe your Grace, 

Hcere are the Articles confirmd, of peace 
Betweene our Soueraigne and the French king Charier, 

Till terme of eighteene months be full expir’d. 

Hum. Inprimis, It is agreed betweene the French Y\n^(f'harl<s 
and mlliam de la Pole Marquefle of Suffolk;, Embafladorfor 
Henry king of England, that the (aide Henry fhal wed & cfpoufe 
the Lady Margaret , daughter to Raynard King of Naples, Cyffsls , 
and lerufilemi and cro wne her Queenc of England, ere the thir- 
ty day of the next month. ' ► 

Item, It is further agreed betweene them, that the Dutchefle 
of Amoy and of Maine, (hall be releafed and deliuered ouerto 
the King her fa. ■ ■ 

Duke Hwnfrey lets it fall. 

King. How now vnckle, whats the matter that you flay fo fo® 
dainly. 

Hum. Pardon my Lord, a fodaine qualme came ore my heart, 
which dimmes mine eyes that {can reade no more. 

My. 



o- 



of rorke and UnctBeri 

*r I temple hs*forther agreed betweene them, that the D ut 

rSS and of Wq£. flwll bee releafed and deliuered o 
tfo thclSher father, and Ihefent ouer oftheking ofEng- 
Lds owne proper coft and charges, without dowry. 
l t. ff They pleafe vs well. Lord Marquefle kneeled owne: we 
Jere create thee firft Duke of SufFolke, and girt thee with the 
Lord. Cofin of Yorke, wee heere difeharge your Grace from 
being Regent in the parts of France, till terme of 1 8 .months be 

^Thankes vnckle Winchcfter,GlofterfFor\>e, and "Buckingham, S»- 
merfet, Salisbury, and Warwick;. 

We thanke you for all this great fauour done. 

In entertainment to my Princely Queene, 

Come let vs in, and with all fpeede prouide 
To fee her Coronation be performd. 

Exit King, Queene, and Suffolk;, & Duke Humphry 

Jl ayes all the refi. 

Hum. BrauePeercs ofEngland, pillers of the State, 

To you Duke Humphrey muft vnfold his greefe. 

What did my brother Henry toile himfelfe. 

And wafte his fubiefts for to conquer France l 
And did my brother Bedford fpend his time, 

To keepe ii\awe that flout vnruly Realme? 

And hauenot I and mine vnckle Bedford heere. 

Done all we could to keepe that land in peace ? 

And is all our labours then fpent quite in vaine c* 

For Suffolke he, the new made Duke that rules theroaft, 

Hath giuerraway for our King Henries Qflecne, 

The Dutchefle of Amoy and Moyne vnto her father. 

Ah Lords, fatall is this marriage, cancelling our ftates, 

Reuerfing monuments of conquered France , 

Vndoing all, as none had neve beetle done. 

Card, Why how now cofin Glofter,what needs this f 
As if our King were bound vnto your will. 

And mi ght not do hiswill without youtleaue. 

Proud Protector, enuy in thine eyes 1 fee, 
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Thebig fwolne venome of thy hatefull heart. 

That dares prefume gainft that thy Soueraigne likes. 

Hum. Nay my Lords, tis not my words that troubles you 
Bur my pi efence, proud Prelate as thou arc: 1 * 

But ile be go:ie, and giuc thee leaue to fpeake. 

Farewelimy Lords, and fay when I am gone, 

I prophefied France would be loft ere long. 

Card. There goes our Prote&or in a rage. '*** Hnmfrtj. 
My Lords you know he is my great enemy. 

And though he be Prote&or of the Land, * 

And thereby couers his deceitfull thoughts. 

For you well fee, if he but walke the ftreetes. 

The common people fwarme about him ftraight. 

Crying Iefus blefle your royall excellence,' 

With God preferue the good Duke Humfrey, 

And many things befides that are not knowne. 

Which time will bring to light in fmooth duke Humfrev 
But I will after him, and ifl can, J ^ ‘ 

lie lay a plot to heaue him from his feate, 

. D . Exit Car dm all e 

Buck. But let vs watch this haughty Cardinall, 

Cofin ofSomerfet be rulde by me, 

Wcclc watch duke Humpy and the Cardinall too. 

And put them from the marke they faine would hit. 

Sower. Thankes cofin 'Buckingham, ioyne thou with me. 
And both of vs with the duke ofSuffolke, 

Week quickly heaue duke Humfrej from his feate. 

Buck L Content, come then let vs about it ftraight 

For either thou or I will be Proteaor. & ' 

, . , Exit Buckingham and Somerfet, 

Pnde went before, ambition followcs after, 

Whilft thefe do feeke their owne preferments thus. 

My Lords let vs feeke for our Countries good: 

Oft haue I fecne this haughty Cardinall 
Sweare,and forfweare himfelfc, andbraue it out 
More like a Ruffian thea a man of the Church. * 

Cofine 



Torke and Lsmeafter, 

Cofin Torke, the vi&ories thou haft wonne. 

In Ireland, Normandy, and in France, 

Hath wonne thee immortall praifein England. 

A n£ j t hou braue Warntcke, my thrice valiant fonne. 

Thy funpk plainnefie and thy houfe -keeping. 

Hath won thee credit amongft the common fort. 

The reuerencc of mine age,and Neuels name, 

Is of no little force ifl command. 

Then let vs ioyne all three in one for this. 

That good duke Humfrey may his ftate poffefle. 

But wherefore weepes Warwtcke my noble fonne. 
tVar. For greefe that all is loft that fVartvicks won, 

Sonnes. Anioy and Maine, both giuen away at once. 

Why Warwickjdd win them,& mull that then which we wonne 
with our fwords,be giuen away with words. 

York*. As I haue read, our Kings of England were wont to haue 
large dowries with their wiues, but our king Henry giues a- 
way his owne. 

Salf.Comc fonnes away and lookc vnto themaine. 

War. Vnto the xJMaine, Oh father Maine is loft. 

Which warmcke by maineforce did win from France, 

Maine chance father you meant, but I meant Maine, 

Which I will win from France, or elfe bee flame. 

Exit Salisbury and Warveicke. 
Torke. Anioy and Maine, both giuen vnto the French, 

Cold nevves for me, for I had hope of France, 

Eucn as I haue of fertile England. 

A day will come when Torke fhall claime his owne. 

And therefore I will take the Neuels parts. 

And make a fhew of lone to proud duke Humfrey ; 

And when I fpy aduantage, claime theCrowne, 

For thats the golden marke I feeke to bit : 

Nor fhall ytou&Lancafier vfurpe my right. 

Nor hold the Scepter in his childifh fift, 

Nor weare the diadem vpon his head, 

Whofe Church-like humors fitsnotfor a Crowne : 

Then Torke be ftill awhile (illume doe ferue, 



Watch 
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Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe, 

T o pry into the fecrcts of the ftate. 

Till Henry furfetting in ioyes of louc. 

With his new Bride, and England* deere bought Qiicene, 

And Humfrey with the Peeres be falnc at iarres, 

Then will I raife-aloft the milke-white Rofe, 

With whofe fweet fmell the ayr.c lhall be perfumde. 

And in my Standard beare the Armes of 
To grapple with the houfe of Lancaster : 

And force perforce, die make him yeclde the Crowne, 

Whofe bookilh rule hath Puld faire England downc. 

ExitTerke. 

Enter Duke Humfrey, and DameEllanor , 

.Cobh am his wife. 

Elnor. Why droopes my Lord like ouep-ripened Corne 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load. 

What l'ccft thou Duke Humfrey King Henries Crowne? 

Reach at it, and if thine arme bee too (hort, 

Mine lhall lengthen it. Art thou not a Prince# 

Vnckle to the King? and his Prote&or ? 

Then what Ihouldft thou lacke that might content thy minde ? 

Hum. My louely Nell, farre be it from my heart. 

To thinkc of treafons gainft my Soueraigne Lord, 

But I was troubled with a dreame to night. 

And God I pray, it do betide none ill. 

Elnor, What dreamt my Lord ? Good Humfrey tell it me. 

And ile interpret it : and'when thats done, 
lie tell thee then what I did dreame to night. 

Ham . This ni ght when I was laid in bed, I dreamt 
That this my ftaffe, mine Office badge in Court, 

Was broke in twaine, by whom I cannot gefle : 

But as I thinkc by the Cardinall. What it bodes 
God knowes ; and on the ends were plac’d 
The heads of Edmund Duke of Somerfet , 

And fVilliam dt la Pole firft Duke of Suffolk** 

Elnor. Tuft 



YorkeanfrlmAfter. 

Elnor. Tulh my Lord, this lignifies nought but this. 

That he that breakes a flicke of Glofters groue. 

Shall for the offence make forfet ofhis head. 

But now my Lord ile tell you what I dreamt, 

Methought I was in the Cathedrall Church 
At Weftminfter, and feated in the chaire 
Where Kings and Queenes are crown’d, and at my fecte 
Henry and Margaret with a Crowne of Gold, 

Stood ready to fet it on my Princely head. 

Ham. Fie Nell. Ambitious woman as thou art. 

Art thou not fecond woman in this land. 

And the Protestors wife i belou’d of him i 
And wilt thou ftill be hammering treafon thus ? 

Away I fay, and let me hcare no more. 

Slnor . How now my Lord, what angry with your Nell 
For telling but her dreame ? The pext I haue 
Ile keepe it to my felfe,and not be rated thus. 

Hum. Nay Are//, ile giue no credit to a dreame. 

But I would haue thee to thinkc on no fuch things. 

Enter a (JWeffenger. 

Meff. And it pleafe your Grace,the King and Queen to mor- 
row morning will ride a hawking to S. Albones, & craucs your 
company along with them. 

Hum. With all my heartjl will attend his Grace. 

Come Nell* thou wilt go with ys 1 am furc. 

Exit Humfrey. 

Elnor. Ile come after you, for I cannot go before. 

As long as Glofler beares this bafe anff humble minde : 

Were I a man, and Prote&or as he is, 

I’de reach to’ th Crowne, or make fomehop headlefle. 

And being but a woman, ile not bchinde 
For playing of my part, in fpite of all that feek to crofle me thus: 
Who is within there? 

Enter fir Iohn Hum. 

What Sir Iohn Hum, what newes with you ? 

B 



Sir Iohn. 
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Sirlobn. Iefus prefcrueyour Maiefty. 

Elnor . My Maicfty : why man, I am but Gra<*e. 

Sir Iobn. I, but by the grace of God, and Hums aduicc, 

'Y our Graces ftate (hall be aduanc’d ere long. 

Elnor. What, haft thou conferr’d with Mat aery Iourdain ,the 
cunning witch of Rye, with Roger Eullenbrooke and the reft ? and 
*vill they vndertake to do me good i 

Sir Iobn. 1 hauc Madam, and they haue promifed me to rail'e 
a fpirit from depth of vnder ground, that (hall tell your Grace 
all queftions you demand. 

Elnor. Thankes good fir Iobn, 

Some two dayes hence I geffc will fit our time. 

Then fee that they be heere : . - 

for now the King is riding to Saint Alhones, 

■i And all the Dukes and Earles along with him. 

When they be gone, then fafely may they come. 

And on the backe fide of my Orchard heere. 

There caft their Spelles in filence of the night, 

And fo refolue vs of the thing we wifla ; 

Till when, drinke that for my fake, and fo farewell. 

Exit EUnor, 

Sir Iobn. Now fir John Hum, No words but mum. 

Seale vp your lips, for you muft filent be : 

Thcfe gifts ere long will make me mighty rich. 

The Dutchelfe flic thinkes now that all is well, 

But I hauc Gold comes from another place. 

From one that hyred me to fet her on. 

To plot ihefe treafons gainft the King and Peeres ; 

And that is the mighty Duke ofSuffolkc. . h; : 

For he it is, but I muft not fay fo. 

That by my mcanes muft worke the Dutchelfe fall. 

Who now by Coniuracions thinkes to rife. 

But whiftfir Iobn , no more of that I tro, . 

For feare you lofe your head before you go. Exit 

Enter two Petitioners, and Veter the Armourers mm. 
i . Petit , Come firs lets linger here abouts a while, ^ 



Yorke and LancaHer, 

Vntill my Lord Prote&or come this way. 

That we may fhewhis Grace our fcuer;ll caufes. 

i. Pet it. 1 pray God faue the Good Duke Humfries life. 

For but for him a many were vndone. 

That cannot get no fuccour in the Court. 

But fee where he comes with the Queene. 

Enter the Duke ofSujfolke with the Queene, and they take 
him for Duke Humfrey, andgiues 
him their writings . 

i .Petit. Oh we are vndone, this is the Duke of Suffolkc, 
Quecne . Now good-fellows,whom would you fpeak withal? 
*./Vr/f.IfitpleafeyourMaieftie, with my Lord Prote&ors 
Grace. 

Quj Are your fuites to his Grace ? Let vs fee them firft, 
Lookeonthem my Lord of Suffblke. 

Suffolke. A Complaint againft the Cardinals man. 

What hath he done ? 

a. Petit, Marry my Lord, he hath ftole away my wife, 

And th’are gone together, and 1 know not where to finde them. 

Sujf, , Hath he ftole thy wife* that*s fome iniury indeede. 

But what fay you i 

Peter Thumpe. Marty fir I come to tell you, that my Mayfter 
faide, that the Duke of Yorke was true heire to the Crown,and 
that the King was an vfurer. 

Queene. An vfurper thou wouldft fay. 

Peter. I forfooth,an vfurper. 

Queene. Didft thou fay the King was an vfurper? 

No forfooth, 1 faide my maifter faide fo, th other day 
when wee were fcowring .theDuke of Yorkes armour in our 
Garret. 

^ marr y, this is fomething like. 

Who’s within there? 

. > Enter one or two. 

5irra » ta * ce in this fellow, and keepe him clofe, 

And 
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And fend out a Purfcuant for his matter ftraight, 

Weele heere more of this thing beforethe King. 

Exit with the Armorers men, 
NowSir, what’s yours i Let roe fee it. 

What’s heere i 

A complaint againft the Duke of Suffolke, for enclofing the 

commons of long Melford. 

How now fir knaue. 

l.Perir.Ibefeech your Grace to pardon me, I am but aMef. 
fengcr for the whole townc-fhip. 

He teares the Papers. 

Suffofie. So now fhcw your petitions to Duke Humfity. 
Villaines get you gone, and comenot neere the Court, 

Dare chcle pefants write againft me thus ? 

Exit Vet it totters,. 

fiucene. My Lord of Suffolke you may fee by this, 

The Commons loues vnto that haughty Duke, 

That feckesto him more then to King Henry : 

Whofe eyes are alwaies poring on his bookc. 

And nerc regards the honor of his name. 

But ftill mutt be prote&ed like a childe, 

And gouernedby that ambitious Duke, 

Thattcarfe will mooue his cap to fpeake to vs. 

And his proud wife, high-minded Slanor, 

That ruffles it with fuch a troope of Ladies, 

As ftrangcrs in the Court take her for ^ueene : 

She beares a Dukes whole reuennewes on her backe. 

The other day (lie vanted to her maides. 

That the very traine of her word gownc, 

Was worth more wealth then all my fathers landcs. 

Can any greefe of mindc belike to this? 

I tell thee Pole , when thou didft run at Tilt, 

And ftolft away our Ladies hearts in France, 

I thought King Henry had bene like to thee. 

Or elfe thou hadft not brought me out of France. 

Suff. Madam, content your felfe a little while. 

As 1 was caufe of yourconuning into England, 



Yorhe and LancaBer, 

So will I in England wcrke your full content ? 

And as for proud Duke Humfrey and his wife, 

I haue (et lime twigs that will entangle them. 

As that your Grace ere long fhall vnderftand. 

But ttay Madame, heere comes the King. 

Enter King Hewrie, and the Duke of Yerke and the Duke of Sommer* 
fit on both Jides of the King , wbijfering with him : Then entereth 
Duke Humphrey , DameElanor , the Duke of ‘Buckingham, the 
Earle of Salisbury, the Earle of IParwicke, and the far dtnall of 
IVinchefier. 

King. My Lords 1 care not who be Regent in France t ox Yorks 
or Sower fit, all’s one to me. 

Torhe. My Lord, if Yorke haue ill demean’d himfelfe, 

Ler Somerfit enioy his piace,and go to Fraunce. 

Som.Thttn whom your grace thinkes worthy, let him goe, 
And there be made the Regent ouer the French. 

tParwicke. Whomfoeuer you account worthy, 

Yorke is the worthieft. 

Card. Peace tVarwicke, giue thy betters leaue to fpeake. 

War. The Cardnal’s not my better in the fieldc. 

Buck. All in this place are thy betters farre. 

IFar. Aud IFarwicke may liuc to be beft of all.* 

Queene. My Lord in mine opinion, it were beft that Somerfit- 
were Regent ouer France. 

Hum , Madame, our King is olde enough himfelfe. 

To giue his anfwcr without your confcnt. 

Queent. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Proteftor ouer him fo long. 

Hum. Madam, I am but Protedlor ore the Land, 

And when it pleafe his Grace, I will refigne my charge. 

Suffolke. Refigne it then, for finer thou waft a King 
( As who is King but thee:) the common ftate 
Doth as we fee,all wholly go to wracke. 

And Millions of treafure hath beene fpent* 

And as for the Regentftiip ofFrance, 

2: 
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I lay Somerfet is more worthy then Torke. 

?Vfc,IIetell thee Sttjfolke why I am not worthy, 

Becaufe I cannot flatter as thou canft. 

War. And yet the worthy deeds that hath do^e. 

Should make him worthy to be honoured heere. 

Suf. Peace head-ftrong Warwick?. 

War. Image ofpride, wherefore fhould I peace? 

Suf, Becaufe heere is a man accufde of Treafon, 

Pray God the Duke of Torke do clearc himfelfe. 

Ho, bring hither the Armourer and his man. 

Sitter the Armourer and his man. 

If it pleafe your Grace, this fellow here, hath accufcd his mafter 
of high Treafon, and his wordes were thefe: That the Duke cf 
Torke was lawfull heire vnto the Crowne,and that your Grace 
was an vfurper« 

Torke. I befeech your Grace let him haue what punnifhment 
the Law will affoord for his villany. 

King. Come hither fellow, didft thou fpcake thefe words ? 

Arm. An’t fhall pleafe your worfhip, 1 neuer fayde any fuch 
matter, God is my witnefl'c, I am falfely accufed by this villen 
heere. 

Peter. Tis no matter for that, you did fay fo. 

Torke. I befeech your Grace, let him haue the Law. 

Armorer, Alas mafter, hang me if euer I fpake the words. My 
accufer is my prentice, and when I did correff him for his fault 
the other day, he did vow vpon his knees that he wuuld be euen 
with mec .• I haue good witnefl'e of this, and therefore I befeech 
your worftiip do not caft away an honeft man for avillainesae- 
cufation. 

King. Vnclc Glofter, what do you thinke of this i 

Hum. The law my Lord is this by cafe, it refts fufpitious, 
That a day of combate be appointed, 

A nd there to try each others right or wrong, 

With Eben ftaues and Sandbags, combatting 

In Smith field, before yourroyall Maiefty Exit Humfrey. 

tsirmour. And I accept the combate willingly. 



Torke and Lancaster. '• 

Peter. Alaffe my Lord, I am not able for to fight. 

Suf. You muft either fight firra, or clfc be hang’d : 

Go take them hence againe to prifon. Exit with them-*. 

The Jjlueene lets faU her gloue, and hits the Dutchefe of 
Glofter, a boxe on the eare . 

Qnetne. Giue me my gloue. Why Minion can you not fee ? 

Shee ftrikes her. 

I cry you mercy Madam, I did miftake, 

I did not thinke it had bene you. 

Elnor. Did you not proud French-woman s’ 

Could I come neere your dainty vifage with my nayies, 

I’de fet my ten command’ments in your face. 

King. Be patient gentle Auut, 

It was againfther will. 

Elnor. Againft her will. Good King fhec’ll dandlc thee, 

If thou wilt alwayes thus be rul’d by her. 

But let it reft : as fure as I do liue, 

She fhall not ftrikeDame Elncr vnreueng’d. 1 

Exit Elnor, . 

King . Beleeue me my loue, thou wett much too blame ; • 
jWould not for a thoufand pounds of Gold, 
MyNobleVncklehad beenc heere in place, , 

Enter Duke Humfrey , 

But fee where he comes : I am glad he met her noi 4 
Vnkle Glofter, what anfwer makes your Grace, 

Concerning our Regent for the Realme ofFranccy 
Whom thinkes your Grace is meeteft for to fend. 

Hum. My gracious Lord, then this is my refolue. 

For that thefe words theArmourer fhould fpcake. 

Doth breede fufpition on the part of Torke, 

Let Somerfet be Regent oretbeFrench,- 
Till trials made, and Torke may clearc himfelfij. 

Kmg. Thenbe it fo, my Lord ofSomerfct, 
wemake your Grace Regent ouer the French/ 

And to defend our right ’gamft fotraine focsi 

' And*. 
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'And fo do good vnto the-Realme of France. 

Make haft my Lord, tis time that you were gone, 

The time of truce I thinkc is fullexpir’d. 

Somer. I humbly thanke your royall Maiefty, 

And take my leaue to pofte with fpeed to France. 

Exit So merfet t 

King. Come Vnkie Glofter, now let’s haue our horfe. 

For we will to Saint Albones prcfcntly. 

Madam your Hawke they fay is fwift of flight. 

And wc will try how fhe will flye to day. Exittmts. 

Enter Elanor pith Sir Iohn Hum, Roger Bullenbrooke a Coniurer, 
and Margerj lour dame afyitch. 

Elnor . Heere hr Iohn , take this fcrole of paper here. 

Wherein is writ the queftions you (hall aske. 

And I will ftand vpon this T ower heere. 

And hearc the fpirit what it fayes to you : 

And to my queftions, write the anfwcrs dow»e. 

* 

She goes vp to the Tower, 

Sir Iohn. Now firs begin, and caft your fpels about, 

And charme the fiendes for to obey your wils. 

And tell Dame Elnor of the thing fhe askes. 

Witch. Then Roger Bullenbrooke about thy taske. 

And frame a circle heere vpon the earth, 

Whilft I thereon all proftratc on my face. 

Do talke and whifper with the Piuels below.. 

And coniure thern.for toobcymy will. 

Shoe lyes downe -vpon her fete. 
. Bullenbrooke makes a Circle. 

Bullen. Darke night, dreadnight, the filence of thought, 
Wherein the Furies maske inbellifh troupes, sd j. 

Send vp I charge you from Softs** Lake, 

The fpirit Afcalon to cometo mee. 

To pierce the bowels of this Centricke earth. 

And hither come in twinkling of an ey#> 

JlindlOH 



Torke and Lahcaftcr. 

Jfcalon, Affenda, affenda , 

It Thunders and Ltghtens >and then the fpmte 
rifeth vp. 

ibirit. Now Bullenbrooke what wouldft thou haue mt doe ? 
‘Sullen. Firft of the King, what fhall become^ofhim ? 
fpirit. The Duke yet liues, that Henry ihall dcpofe, 
fiut him out-liue, and dye a violent death. 

Bullen. What fate awaites the Duke of Suffolke. 
fpirit. By water fhall he die, and take h is end. 

Bullen. What fhall betide the Duke of Somerfetl 
fpirit. Let him fhunCaftlcs, fafer fhall he be vpon the fandy 
plaines, then where Cattles mounted ftand : 

Now queftion me no more, for I muft hence againe. 

, He (tnkes downe againe. 

Bullen. Then downe I fay, vnto the damned poole. 

Where Pluto in his fiery waggon fits. 

Riding amidft the findg’d and parched fmoakes. 

The rode of Dytas by the Riuer Stix : 

There howle and Durnc for euer in thofe flames. 

Rife Iottrdaine rife, and flay thy charming Spels. 

ZnunHs.we are betrai tiff- 



Enter the Duke ofYorkf , and the Duke of Sucking* 
ham , and others. 

■ Torkf. Come firs,lay hands on them, and bindc them Cure, 
This time was well watcht. What Madame are you there i 
This will be great credit for your husband. 

That you are plotting treafons thus with Coniurers, 

The King fhall haue notice of this thing. 

Exit Elnor abotte . 

"Ruck. See heere my Lord, what the diuell hath writ. 

JVf^.Giucit me my Lord,Ilefhew it to the King : 

Go firs, fee themfaft loekt in prifon. 

Exit with them * 

Sucking. My Lord, I pray you let me go pofte vnto the King, 
Vnto S. Albones, to tell this newes. 

Torkf, Content. Away thcn,about it ftraisht. 

C Vmka 





The contention ofthetwofmom Hou/es, 

Buck. Farewell my Lord. 

Extt 'Buckingham. 

Torke. Whole within there i 

Enter one. 



One. My Lord. 

Torke . Sirrah, go will the Earles of Salsbury and Warwick to 
fup with me to night. Exit Torke, 

One , 1 will my Lord. Exit, 



Enter the King and Qttfenc with her Hawke on herfi.fi, and Duke 
Humfrey and Suffolk?, and the Cardinal ! , as if 
they came from Hawking. 

gueene. My Lord, how did your grace like this Iaft flight? 
But as I caft her offthe winde did rife. 

And twas ten to one, old lone had not gone out. 

King. How wonderfull the Lords workes are on earth, 

Euen in thefe filly creatures of his hands, 

Vnklc Glofter,how hye your hawke did fore. 

And on a fodaincfouc’d the Partridge downc. 

Stiff. No maruellifitpleafeyour Maiefty, 

My Lord Protestors hawkes do towrc fo well* 

They know their matter fores a Faulcons pitch. 

Hum. Faith my lord, it’s but a bafe minde, 

That fores no higher then a bird can fore. 

Card . I thought your Grace would be aboue the clouds. 
Hnm.lmy Lord Cardinall, were it not good 
Your grace could fly cohcauen. 

Card. Thy hcauen is orvearth, thy words and thoughts beate 
on a Crowne, proud Proteftor, dangerous Peere,to fmoothc it 
thus with King and Common wealth. 

Hum. How now my Lord,why this is more then needs, church 
men fo hot? Good vnckle can you do’t. 

Suf. Why not, hauing fo good a quarrel!, and fo bad a caide ?' 
Hum. As how,tny Lord ? 

Suf. As you, my Lord, and tlike your Lordly Lordes Prote- 
ftorflaip. 

Hum. Why Suffolke, England knowes thyinfolcnce. 



Torke and Lancajler. 

Queens. And thy ambition Glofter, 

King. Ceafe gentle Queene, and whette not on thefe furious 
Lords to wrath, for blefled are the peace-makers on earth. 

Card. Let me be blefled for the peace I make, 

^(TSinft this proud Prote&or with my fword. 

°Hum. Faith holy Vnkle, I would it were corae to that. 

Card. Euen when thou dar’ft. 

Hunt. Dare: I tel thee Prieft,Plantagenets could neuer brook 
the dare. 

Card. I am Plantagenct as well as theu, and fonne to Iohn of 
Gaunt. 

Hum. In baftardy. 

Card: I fcorne thy words. 

Hum: Make vppe no fa&ious numbers,but euen in thine owne 
perfon meete me at the Eaftend of the groue. 

Card: Here’s my hand, I will. 

King: Why how now Lotds ? 

Card, Faith Cofin Glofter ,had not your man caft off fo foone, 
we had had more fporc to day. Come with thy fword and Buck- 
ler. 

Hum: Gods mother Prieft lie fhaue your crowne. 

Card: Prote&or, protect thy felfe well. 

King The winde growes high, fo doth your chollcr Lords, 

Enter one crying a miracle, a miracle. . 

How now? Now firra,what miracle is it ? 

One. And it pleafe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 
to S. A!bones,and hath receiued his fight at the fhrine. 

King Go fetch him hether, that wee may glorifie the lord with 
him. 

Enter the Mator of Saint Albones,and his Brethren , with JHu~ 
fickf, bearing the man that had bene blind between 
two in a chair e 

King' Jhou happy man, giue God eternall praife. 

For he it is that thus hath helped thee: 

Where waft thou borne ? 

Bom imn.hx. Barwtcke^laCe your Maiefty in the North. 

Cz Hum, 
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Ham. At Barwicke, and come thus fsrre for helpe. 
qoore man. 1 fir, it was told me in my flcepc. 

That fweete Saint Albones (hould giue me my fight againe. 
Ham. What are lame too ? 

P.man. 1 indcede fir, God help* me. 

Ham. How camft thou lame ? 

’P.man. With falling offa plum tree. 

Hum. Wert thou blind & would climb plumtrees? 

P. man. Neuer but once fir in allmy life. 

My wife did long for plummcs. 

Ham. But tell me,wert thou borne blinde ? 

P.man. 1 truly fir. 

Woman. 1 indeed fir, he was borne blinde. 

Ham. What art thou his mother ? 

Woman. His wife fir. 

Ham, Hadft: thou becne his mother. 

Thou couldft haue better tolde. 

Why let me fee, I thinke thou canft not fee yet, 

P.man. Yes truly mafter, as deare as day. 

Ham. Sayft thou fo: what colour's his doake I 
p. man. Red mafter, as red as blood. 

Hum. And his doake? 

?a»an..Vtby that’s greene. 

Ham. And what colour’s his hofe ? 

P. man. Yellow mafter, yellow as gold. 

Ham. And what colour's my Gownc ? 

P.man. Blacke fir, as blacke as let. 

King. Then belike he knowes what colour ict is ot». 

Saf. And yet I thinke let did he neuer fee. 

Hum. But dokes & gowns ere this day many a one. 

But tell me firra,what’s my name ? 

P.man.hla mafter I know not. 

Hum. What’s his name ? 

P.man. I know not. 

Ham. Nor his ? 

P.man. No truly fir. 

Ham. Nor his name? 

. 



of York* and Lone After, 
p.man. No indeede mafter. 

Ham. Whats thine owne name ? 

P, man. Sander, and it pleafe you mai fter. 

Ham. Then Sander fit there, the lyingeftknaue inChriftcn- 
dom. Ifthou hadft bene borne blinde, thou mightft afwd haue 
knowne all our names, as thus to name thefeuerall colours wee 

do weare. Sight may diftinguiihofcoloursjbutfodainly to no- 
minate them all, it is impoflible. My Lords,iS. Albones heere 
hath done a miracle,& would you not think his cutinin^ to bee 
great, that could reftore this Crippleto his legs againe. 3 
P. man. Oh mafter I would you could. 

Ham. My Matters of S. Albones, 

Haue you not Beadles in your Towne, 

And things call’d whippes? i 

(Mayor. Yes my Lord, ifitpleafeyourGrace, 

Ham. Then fend for one prefently. 

Motor. Sirra, go fetch the Beadle hither ftraighr. Exit one. 
Hum. Now fetch me a ftoole hither by and by. 

Now fura, if you meane tofaue your felfe from whipping, 

Leape me ouer this ftoole, and runne away. 

inter a 'Beadle, 



auu go auouc tocorturemc in vainc* 

Httm.WcW fir, we muft haue y oufindc your leeges. 

Sirra Beadle, whip him till he leape ouer that fame ftoole, 

quickly 1 WU my Lordj come on firra > with your Doublet 
Poore man. Alas mafter what fliall Ido, lam notable to ftand. 

lifter the Beadle bath bit him one urke,htl eapes ouer thefioole and 
rumes av,ay % and they ran after htm, crymg a Myracle, a CMy- 



Hum. A miracle, a miracle, let him betaken againe, and whinte 
^rafw 71 " 13 ^ ^ ownc t ’ il comes af Barwicke where 
Mator. It fliall be donemy Lord. ' Stint ju „ 

*^,My Lord Prdtetftor bath donewonderseo day, JP*' 

^ $ Hee 
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He hath made the blindc to fee,and halt to goe. * 

Humph. I, but you did greater wonder$,whe yoirthadc whole 
Dukedomes flye in a day. 

Witneffe France. 

JG»£.Haue done I fay, and let me heare no more of that. 

Enter the 'Duke of 'Buckingham, 

What ncwes brings Duke Humfrey of Bucktughanui 
'BncfAb newes for fofne my Lord,and this it is. 

That proud dame Elnor our Protc&ors Wife, 

Hath plotted Trcafons gainft the King and Peeres, 

By witchcrafts/orceries.and coniurings, 

Who by fuch mcanes did raife a fpirit vp. 

To tell her what hap fhould betide the State, 

But ere they had finifht their diucllifh drift. 

By JV^eand my felfe they were all furprizde. 

And heercs the anfwere the diuell did make to them. 

K »£.Firft of the King, what fhall become of him? 

Reads, The Duke yet liues,tha(!7*»>7 fhall depofe. 

Yet him out-liue.and die a violent death. 

Gods willbc done in all. , 

What fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke£ 

By water fhall he die and take his end. 

Sufolk f.By water mull the Duke of Suffolke die ? 

It mutt be fo,ov elfe the diuell doth lie. 

Ktng.hct.Somerfet fhun Cattles, 

For fafer lhall he be vpon the Tandy plaines. 

Then where Cattles mounted ftand. 

Card. Heeres good ftuffe,how now my Lord Prote&or, 
This newes I thinke hath turnd your weapons point, 
lam in doubt youle fcarlely keepeyour promife. 

HuwphJFoxbcMC ambitious Prelate to vrge my greefe, 
And pardon me my gracious Soueraigne, 

For heere 1 fwearc vnto your Maiefty, r 

That I am guiltlcfle of thele hainous crimes 
Which my ambitious wife hath filfly done. 

And for fhc would betray her foaeraigne Lord, 

I heere renounce her from my bed and boor d, 



of Yorke and Lancaster. 

And leiue her open for thelaw to iudge, 

Vnleflfc (he deare her lelfc of this foulc deed, 

King.Co me my Lords, this night weele lodge in S. Attunes. 
And to morrow we will ride to London, 

And trie the vtmoft of thefe trcafons forth. 

Come vnckle Glofter along with vs. 

My mindc doth tell me thou art innocent. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter the Duke of Yorke, and the Earles of Salisbury 

andiO'arwicke. 

TorkeMy Lords, our fimple flipper ended thus, 
Letmercucalevnto your honors heere. 

The right and title of the houfeof Yorke 
ToEnglands Crowne by lineall defent. 

Warjhen Vorke begin.and if thy claime be good. 

The Ncuils arethy fubie&sto command, 
ftr^.Then thus my Lords, 

Edmrd the third hadfeuen Tonnes, 

The firft was Edward the blacke Prince, 

Prince of IR'ales. 

The fecond was William of Hatfield, 

Who dyed young. 

The third was Ljtonell, Duke of Clarence. 

The fourth was John of Gaunt,. 

The Duke of Lancafier. 

The lift was Edmund of Lavrley 

Duke of Yorke. * 

The fi« w *s William of tVtndfore, 
ho dyed young. 

rl^ UCnth and WafrSir Tt " mM a f , Duke of 

LyoneB 
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Lyonell Duke of Clarence dyed, and left him one only daugh. 
ter, named Vhillip, who was married to Edmund Mortimer carle 
of March and Vlfter : andfobyherlclaimetheCrowne, as the 
true heire to Lyonell Duke of Clarence, third fonne to Edward 
the third. Now fir, in time of Richards reignc,Hetwy of Bulling, 
brooke, fonne and heire to Iohn ofGaunt, the Duke of Lanca. 
fterfourth fonne to Edward thethird, he claim’d the Crowne, 
depofd the Merthfull King, and as both you know ,• in Pomfret 
Caftle harmeleffcRichard was Chamefully murthered,and foby 
Richards death came the houfc of Lancaftervnto jhe Crowne. 

Sal. Sauing your tale my Lord, as I haue heard in the reigne of 
Bullenbrooke, the Duke ofYorke did claime the Crowne, and 
but for Owen Glendour had bene King. 

York?. T rue : but fo it fortuned then, by meancs of that mon- 
ftrous rebell Glendour, the noble Duke ofYorke was putte to 
death, and fo euer fince the heires of Iohnof Gaunt haue poffef. 
fed the Crowne. But if the iffue of the elder fhould fucceed be- 
fore the iffue oftbe younger, then am I lawfull heire vnto the 
Kingdome. 

Warwick?. What proceedings can he more plain, he claimet 
it from Lyonell D uke of Clarence, the third fonne to Edward 
thethird, and Henry from Iohn of Gaunt the fourth fonne. So 
that till Lionels iffue fades, hisfhould not reigne. Ttfayles not 
yet, but flourifheth in theeand in thy fonnes, braue flips offuch 
a ftocke. Then noble father, kneele we both together, & in this 
priuatc place, be we thefirft to honour him with birth-right to 
the Crowne. 

Both. Long liuc Richard Englands royall King. 

York?. I thanke you both. But Lords I am not your King,vn- 
til this fword be (heathed euen in the hart blood ofthe houfc oi 
Lancafter. 

War. Then Yorke aduifethy felfe,and take thy time, 

Claime thou the Crowne, and let thy ftandard yp. 

And in the fame aduance the milke-whi te Rofe, 

And then to guard it, will I rowfe the Beare, 

Enuiron’d with ten thoufand Ragged ftaues. 

To aide and helpc thee for to win thy right, 

Maugfl 



Yorke end Lane osier. • 

Maueer theproudeft Lord of Henries blood. 

That dares deny the right and claime of Yorke, 

■ foj w hy,my minde prefageth I fhall liue 
yo fee the noble Duke of Yorke to be a King. 

TV^.Thanks noble Warwick ? t and York? doth hope to fee. 
The Earle of Warwick? liuc, to bee the greateft man in England, 
but the King. Come lets goe. 

Exit emnes . 

Enter King Henry and the Queene,Duk? Humfreyyhe Duke of Suf- 
folk?, and the Duke of Buckingham, the Cardinally mdDameSl- 
nor Cehhantyled with the Officers, and then enter to them the 'Duke 
of Yorke, and the Earles of Salisbury and Warwick?. 

King.Stznd forth Dame Elnor (fobham Dutches of Glofier , and 
heare the fentence pronounced againft thee for thefe creafons, 
that thou haft committed gainft Vs,our State and Peeres. 

Firft for thybainous crime, thou fhalt twodayesin London 
do pennancc barefoot in the ftreetes, with a white fheete about 
thy body, and a waxe T aper burning in thy hand. That done, 
thou (halt bebaniftied for euer into the Iflc of Man, there to end 
thy wretched daies ; and this is our fentence irrcuocabic. Away 
with her. 

£/wr.Euen to my death,for I haue liued too long. 

Exit fome with Elnor. 

King.G reeue not noble Vnckle,butbe thou glad. 

In that thefe treafons thus are come to light, 

Leaft God had pourde his vengeance on thy head. 

For her offences that thou heldft fo dcare. 

Humph. Oh gracious Henry, giue me leauc a while. 

To leauc your Grace, and to depart away, 

Forforrowes teares hath gripte my aged heart. 

And makes the fountaines of mine eyes to fwell. 

And therefore good my Lord, let me depart. 

Awg-.With all my hart good vnckle,whe you pleafe 
Tct ere thou goeft.Humfre? refigne thy ftaffe, 
ror Henry will be no more prote&ed, 
he Lord (hall be my guide both for my land and me, 

D Humph. 
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Ham. My ftaffe, I noble Henry, ray life and all. 

My ftaffe, 1 yeelde as willing to be thine. 

As ere thy Noble father made it mine : 

And euen as willing at thy feete I leaue it. 

As others would ambitioufly receiuc it, 

And long hereafter, when I am dead and gone, 

May honourable peace attend thy throne. 

King. VnkleGlofter, ftand vp and go in peace, 

No lefl'e belou’d of vs, then when 

Thou wert Protector ouer this my land. Exit GUtf#, 

Queene. Take vp the ftaffe, for heere it ought to ftand. 
Where fhould it be, but in King Henries handf 
Torke. Pleafe it your Maieftie, this is the day 
That was appointed for the combating 
Betweene the Armourer and his man, my Lord, 

And they are ready whcn^cur Grace doth pleafe. 

King. Then call them forth, that they may try their rights, 

Enter at one doore the Ar mower and hit neighbours, ( drinking to him 
Jo much that he is drunken , and he enters with a drum before him, 
and his ftaffe with a fandbag f aliened to it, and at the other doort 
his man with a drum and fandbag , and Trent ifes drinking to him, 

^Neighbor . Here neighbour Horner, I drinke to youinacup 
ofSacke ; and feare not neighbor, you (hall do well enough, 
a Neigh. And here neighbor,here’s a cup of Charneco. 

3 Neigh. Here’s a pot of good double beere,neighbor drinke 
and be merry, and feare not your man. 

Arm. Let it come, yfaith He pledge you all. 

And a figge for Peter. 

i Pren . Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and benot affraid.l 
a Tren. HerePeter,herc’s a pinte of Claret wine for thee, 

3 Pren. And here’s a quart for me,and be merry Peter, 

And feare not thy mafter,fight for credit of thePrentifes. 

Peter. I thankc you all, but lie drinke no more: 

Heere Robin,and if I dye,hecre I giue thee my hammer. 

And Will thou (halt haue my apernetand heere Tom, 



Torke and Lane alter. 

Take all the money that I haue. , . 

O Lord bleffc me I pray God, for I am ncuer able to acale with 
„ mailer, he hath learn’d fb much fence already. 

Satis. Come leaue your drinking, and fall to blowes. 

Sirra, what’s thy name? 

Pet. Peter forfooth, 

Saif. Peter : what more ? 

^aif. Thumpc, then fee that thou thumpe thy maifter. 
jim. Here’s to thee Neighbour, fill all the pots againe, for 
before wee fight, lookc you, I will tell you my minde ; for I am 
come hither as it were of my mans inftigation,co proue my felfe 
an honeft man, and Peter a knaue : and fo haue at you Peter with 
downright blowes, asBeuisof South-hamptoa fell vppon Af- 
capart. 

Pet. Law you now, I told you hee s in his fence already. 

Atarmes , Peter hits him on the head and fels him « 
t/frm. Hold Peter, I confeffe, T reafon,creafon. He diet « 

Pet. O God I giue thee praife. He kntels dome 

Pren. Ho well dqne Pccer. God faue the King. 

Kino. Go take hence that Traitor from our fight. 

For byhis death we do pcrceiue his guilt. 

And God in iufticc hath reueal’d to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow. 

Which he had thought to haue murthered wrongfully. 

Come fellow, follow vs for thy reward. Exit omntSc 

Enter Duke Hnmfrej and his men t in mow- 
ningcloakes. 

Hum. Sirra, what’s a clocke ? 

Seruing. Almoft ten my Lord. 

Hum. Then is that wofull houre hard at hand. 

That my poore Lady fhould come by this way. 

In (hamefull penance wandering in the ftreets. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble minde abrooke 
The ab . eft people gazing on thy face. 

With enuious lookes laughing at thy fhame, 

That erft did follow thy proud Chariot whcclcs^ 

D 2 When 
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When thou didft tide in triumph through the ftreetes. 

Enter Dame Elnor Cobham bare-foote, and a white fheete about her 
with a rvaxe Candle in her hand, and verfes written on her back$ & 
find on, and accompanied with the S her iff es of London ,and Sir I obit 
Standly, and Officers ,mtb hits and Holbards, 

Seruing . My gracious Lord, fee wher my Lady comes, 

Pleafe it your grace,weele take her from the Sheriffes? 

Humph. I charge you for your Hues ftir not a foote. 

Nor offer once to draw a weapon hccre. 

But let them do their office as they fhould. 

Elnor . Come you my Lord to fee my open fhame ? 

Ah Glofter, now thou doft penaneexoo. 

See how the giddy people lookc at thee. 

Shaking their heads, and pointing at thee heere. 

Go get thee gone,and hide thee from their fights, 

And in thy pent vp ftudy rue my fhame. 

And ban thine enemies. Ah mine and thine. 

Hum.hh Nell, (weet Nell , forget this extreme griefc. 

And beare it patiently to cafe thy heart. 

Elnor . Ah Glofter, teach me to forget my felfe* 

For whilft I thinke I am thy wedded wife. 

The thought of this doth kill my wofull heart. 

The ruthleffe flints do cut my tender feete. 

And when I ftart, the cruell people laugh,; 

And bids me beaduifed how I tread. 

And thus with burning Tapor in my hand, 

Maldevp in fhame, with papers on my backe. 

Ah Glofter,can I endure this and liue ? 

Sometime ile fay I am Duke Humphreys wife,. 

And he aPrince,Prote£forof the land. 

But fo he rulde,and fuch aPrince he was. 

As he flood by,whilil 1 his fore-dorne Dutcheffe 
Was led with fhame,and made a laughing ftockc. 

To euery idle rafeald follower. 

Hnmfrey . My loucly Nell^hu would 11 thou haue me do ? 

Should 



tor he and Lancaster* 

Should I attempt to refeue thee from hence, 

I fhould incurre the danger of the law. 

And thy difgrace would not be (haddowed fo. 
n £l„Jr. BeThou milde,and ftir not at my difgrace, 

Vntill the axe of death hang ore thy head. 

As fhortly fure it will.For Suffolke he. 

The new made Duke, that may do all in all 
With her thadoues him fo,and hates vs all. 

And impious 7Vrt^,and Bewford that falfe Prieft, 

Haue all lymde bufhes to betray thy wings, 

Andflye thou how thou canft,they will entangle thee.- 
Enter a Herald of Armes. 

Herald . I fummon your Grace vnto his Highnes Parlament, 
holden at S . Edmonds- Bury ,thc firft of the next Month. 

Hum. A Parliament,and our confent neuer craude 

Therein before. This is — — 

Well, we will be there. Exit Herald* 

Matter Sheriffe, I prayproceede no further againft my 
Lady,then the courfe of law extends. 

S/mPleafe it your Grace, my office here doth end. 

And I mull deliuer her to Sir lorn Stanly. 

Tobe conduced into the Tfle of Man, 

Humfrey.Muft you fir lohn conduct my Lady ? 

Standly .1 my gracious Lord,for fo it is decreed, 

And I am fo commanded by the King. 

Humph. I pray you fir John, vfeher ncre the worfe, 

In that I intreate you to vfe her well. 

The world may fmile againe,ajid I may liue 
To do you fauour, if you do it her. 

And fo fir lohn farewell* 

£/»<w.What gone my Lord, and bid notmefarewei 

Humph. Witnefi'e my bleeding heart, I cannot ftay to fpcakc e 

Exit Hnmfrey and his men. 

Elnor. Then is he gone, is noble Glofter gone. 

And doth Duke Humfrey now forfake me too ? 

Then let me hafte from out faire Englands bounds, 

°me Standly .come,and let vs hafte away. 

D j Stmlffi: v 
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StandlyMi&m let’s go vnto fome houfe heercby. 

Where you may fhift your feife before we go* 

Elnor Ah good hr lohn, my fhatne cannot be hid. 

Nor put away with calling off my fheete : 

But come let vs go, matter Shcriffe farewell. 

Thou haft but done thy office as thou fhouldft. 

Exit mm 

Enter to the Parliament. 

Enter two Heralds before , then the Duke of Buckingham yhe Duketf 
Safe Ike, and then the Duke of Yorke >and the Cardmall ofwincbe. 
fier, and then the King and the Queene , and then the Earle of Set- 
lisbury,and the Earle of fVarxvickg. 

King. I wonder our Vnkle Glofter ftayes fo long. 

Oueene. Can you not fee ? or will you not percciue. 

How that ambitious Duke doth vfe himfelfc ? 

The time hath becne, but now the time is paft. 

That none fo humble a? Duke Humfrey was : 

But now let one meete him euen in the morne. 

When eucry one will glue the time of day. 

Yet he will neither moue nor fpeake to vs* 

See you not how the Commons follow him 
In troopes, crying, God faue the good Duke Humfrey, 
Honouring him as if he were their King ? 

Glofter is no little man in England, 

And if he lift to ftirre commotions, 

Tis likely that the people will follow him. 

My Lord, if you imagine there is no fuch thing. 

Then let it pafle,and call’t a Womans fearc. 

My Lord of Suffolke, Buckingham, and Yorke, 

Difproucmy allegations if you can. 

And by your fpeeches, if you can reproue me, 

I will lubfcribeand lay, 1 wrong’d the Duke. 

Suf. W ell hath your G race forefeene into that Duke, 

And if I had beene licenc’d firftto fpeake, 

I thinke I ftiould haue told your Graces tale. 

Smooth lunnes the brooke, whereas the ftreame is deepeft. 

N<>) 



Yorke and Lancafter* 

No my Soueraigne, Glofter is a man 

Vnfound<d ye., end full of deep, deceit* 

Enter the Duke of Somerfet. 

King. Welcome Lord Somerfet, what newes from France? 

Sower* Cold newes my Lord, and this it is. > _ 

That all your holds and Townes within thole Territories 
Is oitercome my Lord ; all is loft. 

King. Cold newes indeede Lord Somerfet, 
but Gods will bee done. 

Torke. Cold newes for me, for I had hope of F ranee, 

Euen as 1 haue of fertile England. 

Enter Duke Humfrey. 

Hum. Pardon my Liege, that I haue ftaide fo long. 

Suf. Nay Glofter know, that thou art come too fooue, 
Vnleffethou proue more loyall then thou art, 

We do arreft thee on high Treafon heere. 

Hum. Why Suffolk's Duke thou fhalt not fee me bluih. 

Nor change my countenance for thine arreft 
Whereof I am guilty, who are my accufers ? 

Torke.Tis thoght my lord your grace took bribes from Frace, 
And ftopt the foldiers of theirpay, 

Through which his Maiefty hath loft all France* 

Hum. Is it but thought fo? And who are they that thinke fo ? 
So God me helpe, as I haue watcht the night, 

Euer intending good for England ftill. 

That peny that euer I tooke from-France, 

Be brought againll me at the iudgement day*. 

I neuer rob’d the foldiers of their pay. 

Many a pound of mine owne proper coft 
Haue I fent ouer for the foldiers wants, 

Becaufe I would not racke the needie Commons. 

Car. In your Protedlorfhip you did deuife 
Strange torments for offenders,by which meanes 
England hath beene defam’d by tyrannie. 

Hum . .Why tis well knowne,thac whilft I was Protc&or 
Pitty was all the fault that was in me .* 

A tijurtheieror foulcfelonious TWfc. 




That 
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That robs and murders filly paflcngers, 

I torturd aboue the rate of common law# 

Stiff. Tufh my Lord,thefc be things of no account, 
But greater matters are laid vnto your charge, 

I do arreft thee on high treafon heerc. 

And commit thee to my good Lord Cardinall, 

Vntill fuch time as thou canft deare thy felfe. 

King . Good vnckle obey to his arreft, 

I haue no doubt but thou fhalt cleare thy fclfe. 

My confcience tcls me thou art innocent. 

Htim.K\\ gracious Henry, thefe dayes are dangerous 
And would my death might end thefe miferies. 

And ftay their moodes for good King Henries fake# 
But I am made the Prologue to their play. 

And thoufands more muft follow after me. 

That dreads not yet their liues deftru&ion. 

Suffolk^ s hatefull tongue blabs his hearts malice, 
Bewfords fiery eyes ftiewes his enuious minde, 
Buckinghams proud lookes bewraies his cruel thoghts, 
And dogged Yerkg that leuels at the Moone, 

Whofe ouerweening arme I haue held backe. 

All you haue ioyn’d to betray me thus : 

And you my gracious Lady and foueraigne Miftrefle, 
Caufleflc haue laid complaints vpon my head, 

I fhrll not want falfe witneffes enough, 

That fo amongft you, you may haue my life. 

The Prouerbe no doubt will be perform’d, 

A ftaffe is quickly found to beate a dog. 

Sujf.Dozh he not twit our foueraigne Lady here, 
Asifthatfhc with ignominious wrong. 

Had fuborn d or hired fome to fweare againft his life. 

Qu. But I can giue the lofer leaue to fpeake. 

Hum. Far truer fpoke then meant,I lofe indeed, 
Befhrew the winners hearts,they play me falfe. 

.Bw^Heele wreft the fence, and keepe vs here al day 
My Lord ofWinchefter.fee him fent away. 

Car. Who’s within there i Take in Duke Humfrey, 



And 



Yorkeemd lAttcafter. 

. j r cC Viirrt garded fure withmmy houfe. 

Hum,0 h.thus King Hem carts away his crouch# 
n 6ir( his lees cart bcarc his body vp, 
a id DUts his watchful! Ihepheard from his fide, t 

Whilft wolues ftand fnatring who fliall bite him firft, 

Parvellmy foaeraigne,long maift’hou enioy 
Thv fathers happy daies,free from annoy. 

1 E xit Humfrey with the C ardmals men. 

j&ttjr.My Lords, what to your wifdoms foal feem beft 
Do and vndo as if our felfe wereheere. 

Qu. What.wil your highneffe leaue the Parlament f 

King.l MargarctfOy heart is kild with griefe. 

Wheel e I may lirhnd figh in endlcffe mone. 

For who’s a T raitor ,Glofter he is none. 

Exit King, Saits bury and ITarwicke- 
Qu . Then fit we downe againe my Lord Cardinall, 

Sujfotke, Buckingham Yorke and Somerfet. 

Let vs confult of proud Duke Humpies fall. 

In mine opinion it were good he dide. 

For fafety of our Kmgand Common-wealth. 

Suf.And fo chinke I Madam, for as you know. 

If our King Henry had Ihooke hands with death, 

Duke Humfrey then would looke to be our King: 

And it may be by pof^cie he workes. 

To bring to pafle the thing which now we doubt. 

The Foxe barkes not when he would ftcale the Lamb, 

But if we take him ere he do the deed. 

We fhould not queftionif that hefhould hue. 

Yorke No , let him die, in that he is a Fox, 

Lead that in lilting he offend vs more. 

Gtr.Then let him die before the Commons know, 

For feare that they do rife in armesfor him. 

7«%.Then do it fodainly my Lords. 

Stiff . Let that be my Lord Cardinals charge & mint, 
CWr.Agreedjfor hte's already kept withmmy houfe. 

Enter a\JMeffenger. 

js^How now firths,what newes ? 

£ Mtjftn, 
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C^eJ^#.Madamc,lWingyou newcs from Ireland, 

The wildc Oneic my Lords, is vp in armes. 

With troupes of Irilh Kernes, that vncontrolde 
Doth plant themfelues within the English pale. - 

And burnes and fpoiles the Country as they go. 

gu . What redreffe (bail we haue for this,My Lords? 

Torke. 'T west good thac my Lord of Somerfet 
That fortunate Champion were fent oucr. 

To keepe in awe the ftubborne Irifhmcn,. 

He did fo much good when he was in France. 

SottKT.Had Torke bene there with all his farre fetcht 
Pollicies,he might haue loft as much as I. 

Torke. I,for Y orke would haue loft his life, before 
That France fhould haue reuolted from Englands rule. 

Somer.l fo thou mightft,and yet haue gouern’d worfethcnl, 
JV^e.WbatjWorfe then naught ? then a (hametakcalL 
Somtr . Shame on thy felfe.that wifheth fhamc. 
<^«ee«.Somerfet £orbeare,good Yorke be patient,. 



And do thou take in hand to crofle the (eas. 

With troopes of armed men,to quell the pride 
Ofthofe ambitious Irifh that rebell. 

7’ar^f.Well Madame, fith your Grace is fo content. 
Let me haue fome bandes of chofen foldiers. 

And Yorke (hall trie his fortunes gainft thofe Kernes. 



Yorke thou (halt.My Lord of Buckingham,. 

Let it be it your charge to mufter vp fuch foldiers 
As (hall fumce him in thefe needfull warres. 

JBwc^.Madame.1 will,and leuie fuch a band 
As foonc (hall ouercome thofe Irifh Rebels. 

But Yorke,where (hall thofe Soldiors ftay for thee? 

Torke. At Briftbw,rie expe£l them ten daics hence, 
Back-Then thither (hall.they come, and fofarwell. 

Exit Back, 

Torke.. Adieu my Lord of Buckingham; 

J&tftfa.Suffolke, remember what you haue to do. 

And you Lord Cardinall,concerning Duke Humfrey. 

T’wcrc good that you did fee to it in time, 

' Come 



Torke and Line after. 

Torke Now Yorke bethinkc thy felfc.and rouze thee vp. 

Take time whilft it is offered thee fofaire, 

Leaft when thou wouldft,thou canft it not attaine, 

T’was men I lackt,and now they giue them me, 

And now whilft I am bufie in Ireland, 

1 haue feduc’d a head-ftrong Kentilhman, 

John Cade of Ajhford, 

Vnder the title of John Mortimer, 

(For he is like him euery kinde of way) 

To raife commotion, and by that meanes 
Khali percciuc how the common people 
Doatffe&the claimc and houfe of Yorke, 

Then if he haue fucccffe in hi^affaires. 

From Ireland then comes Yorke againe, 

Toreapc the harueft which that coyftrill (owed, 

Now it he fhould be taken and condemn’d, 

Hee’l nere confellc that I did fet him on. 

And therefore ere I go tie fend him word. 

To put in pra&ife and to gather head. 

That fo foone as I am gone he may begin 
To rife in armes with troopes of country fwaines, 

To helpc him to performe this enterprize. 

And then Duke Humfrey, he well made away. 

None then can ftop the light to Englands Crowne, 

But Yorke can tame, and headlong pull themdowne. 

Exit Torke • 

Then the Cmtaines being dr atone. Luke Humfrey is difeoutred in his 
bed, and two men lying on his brefi, and [mothering him in his bed . 
And then enter the Duke of Suffolke to them. 

S«jf,How now firs ,what haue you difpatcht him? 

One. I my Lord,hee’s dead I warrant you. 

Swjf.Then fee the cloathes laid fmoothe about him ftiU, 

That when the King comes, he may perceiuc 
Noother,but that he dide of his owne accord. 

E a ». All 
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a. All things is handfomenow my Lord. 

Sttf. Then draw the Ctirtaines againe and get you gon^ 

And you (hall haue yourfirme reward anon. 

Exit munkeren , 

Enter the King and Queene,the Duke of Buckingham, and the Dt^ 
ofSomerfetyOndthe Cardinal. 

King. My Lord of Suffolke go call our Vnklc Glofter, 

Tell him this day we will that he do deere himfelfe. 

Suffolke. I will my Lord. Exit Suffolke, 

A. And good my Lords proceed no&Mher gainftour vackley 
Then by iuft proofe you can afiirme ? 

For as the fucking childe or hatmleffe Lambe,. 

So is he innocent oftreafon to our 5cate» 

Enter Suffolke* 

How now Suffolke, where’s our Vnckle? 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my LordofGlofters dead,. 

The King fait in * found. 

Queene. Aye me, the King is dead .• helpe, helpe, my Lords. 
Suf, Comfort my Lord, gracious Henry comfort. 

King. What doth my Lord of Suffolke bidme comfort £ 
Came he euen no w to fine a Rauens note. 

And thinkes he that the cherping of a Wren, 

By crying comfort through a boHow voyce. 

Can fatisfie my greefes, or eafemy heart / 

Thou balefull meffengerout of my fight. 

For euen in thine eye-bals number fits : 

Yet do not goe. Come Bafiliske 
And kill the gazer with thy lookes. 

Queea, Why do you rate my Lord ofSuffolke thus. 

As if chat he hadcaufd Duke Humfries • death ? 

TbeOuke and I too youknow were enemies, / 

And y’had beft fay that T didmurther him. ; 

King. Ah woe is me for wretched Glorters death. 

Qis. Be woe for memorc wretched then he was : 
Whac-doftthouturne away and hidetbyface? 

1 am noloathfomeieaper,iookean<me. 

Was I for this nighwtacikt vpoa the fea,. 

And 



efrerke and LattcaBer. 

, .U,\ee bv auk ward winds driuen back fr6 Englads bounds? 
What might it bode, but that well foretelling 
Paid, Seeke not a fcorptons neft. 

^ Enter the Earlet ofWarwicke & Salisbury. 

War. My Lord, The Commons like an hungry hiue of Bees, 
Run vp and downe, caring not whom they fting, 

For good Duke Humfries death, whom they report 
To be numbered by Suffolke and the Cardinall heerc. 

1 King* That he is dead good Warwicke,is too true. 

But how he dyed God knowes.not Henry. 

iTxr. Enter his priuy chamber my Lord, and view the body. 
Good father ftay you with the rude multitude, till I returne. 
Salub. I will fonne. Exit Salisbury 

IPamicke dr avoes the Curtaines ,and ffewesEDuke Hum- 
frey tn his bed , 

King. Ah VnkleGlofter.heaucn receiue thy foule. 

Farewell poore Henries ipy now thou art gone. 

jpar.Now by his foule that tooke our fhape vponhim. 

To free vs from his Father? dreadful! curfe. 
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Vpon the life of this thrice famous Duke, 

Suf. A dreadful! oath, fwome with a folemne tonguey 
What inftance giues L or d Warwick; for thefe words ? 

War. Oft haue I feene a timely parted Ghofi, 

Of a(hy femblance, pale and Woodleflej 
But loe the blood if fetled in hisface. 

More better coloured then when he liu’d. 

His well proportion’d beard made rough and fternc, 
Hisfingers fpred abroad as one chat gralpt for life. 

Yet was by ftrength furprifd, the lead of thefe are probable* r 
It cannot choofe but he was murthered. 

Qu. Suffolke, and the Cardinall had him iff charge. 

And they Itruft fir,er« no murtherers. 

War. I, but tis well knowne they were not hisfriendsj. 
And tis well feene he found fome enemies. 



Card. But haue yeno greater proofes then thefe ? , 

War. Who fees a heyfer deadand bleeding frefh, 

1- & Ato<L> 




The contention of the two foment Houfee, 

And fees hard by a butcher with an Axe, 

But will fufpe£t t was he that made the (laughter ? 

Who finds the Partridge in theputtockesneft. 

But will imagine how the bird came there. 

Although the Kyte fore with vnbloody beake ? 

Euen To fufpitious is this Tragedy. 

f%u . Are you the Kyte Bewford, where’s his talents ? 

Is Suffolk? the butcher, where's his knife > 

Suffolk?. I wear no knife to daughter deeping men. 

Yet here’s a vengefull fword rufted with eale. 

That {hall be fcoured in his rancorous heart, 

That danders me with murthers Crimfon badge, 

Say if thou dare, proud Lord of Warwicklhire, 

That I am guilty in Duke Humfries death. 

Exit Cardmi 

War. What dares not ITarwicke, if falfe Suffolk? dare him ? 
Q*S % He dares not calme his contumelious fpirit. 

Nor ccafc to be an arroganc controller. 

Though Sufolke dare him twenty hundred times. 

tVar. Madam be ftill, with reuerence may I fay ir # 

That euery word you fpeake in his defence. 

Is dander to ypur royallMaiefty. 

Suf. Blunt witted Lord, ignoble in thy words. 

If euer Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much. 

Thy mother tooke vnto her blamefull bed. 

Some fterne vntutor’dChurle, and Noble ftocke 
Was graft with Crab-tree dip.whofe fruite thou art. 

And neuer of theNeuels noblceace. 

war. But that the guilt of murther bucklers thee. 

And I diould rob the deathfman of his fee. 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand ftiames ; 

And that my foueraignes prefence makes mce mute, 

I would falfe murtherous coward on thy knees , 

Make thee craue pardon for thy pafled fpecch. 

And fay it was thy mother that thou meantft : A 

That thou thy fclfe was borne in baftardy. 

And after all this fearefiill homage done. 



ef terketnd LtmesBer. 
r ue thee thy hire,and fend thee downe to hell, 
rv litiotis blood-fucker of deeping men. 

?tr i«f.Thou Ihouldft be waking whilft I died thy blood, 

Ifftoni thisprefence thou dare go with mee. 

Away euen now, or 1 will drag thee hence. 
mIP arm ick? puls him out. 

t 't tVarWtck? a ”d , und then all the Commons within , crier, 

Jovone with Sufolke, downe with Sufolke. v4nd then enter againe ^ 
the Duk? of Sufolke and Warwick?, with their weapons drawne. 
Hint, Why how now Lords i 

Suf. The traiterous Warwick?, with the men of Berry, 

Set all vpon me mightie Soueraigne, 

The Commons againe cries, downe with Suffolk?, downe with 
Suffolk?. Sind then enter from them, theSarle 

of Saluburie. 

Sahsb. My Lord, the Commons fends you word by me, 

That vnleffc falfe SufFolke here be done to death, 

Orbanilhed faire Englands Territories, 

That they willerre from your highneffe perfon : 

They fay by him the good Duke Humfrey dyed. 

They fay by him they feare the ruine of the Realmc, 

And therefore if you loue your fubie&s weale. 

They wifh yoaao banith him from forth the land# 

Suf Indeed tis like the Commons, rude vnpolifht hindes 
Would fend fuchmeflage to their Soueraigne : 

Butyoumy Lord were glad tabeimploy’d. 

To try how quaint an Orator you were: 

But all the honour Salsbtiry hath got r , 

Is,ihathe was the Lord fcmbaffador. 

Sent from a fort of f inkers to theKing. The Commons cryer, 

ananfwere from the King my Lord of Sals Bury, 
K<*£.Good Salshpi'y go backe againe to- them. 

Tell themwethankc them allfortheii kindecare. 

And had I not bene cited thus by their meanest 
My felfc had done it. Therefore heerel fvvearc, 

Ir Suffolk e be foundto breathe in any place 
Whereihaucmle, butthieedayes more,hedieSi> Exit Sdibury 
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^«.0h Henry, reuerfc the deomc of gentle Suffolkesbanifl, 
mcnt. I “®' 

King. Vngentle Queene to call him gentle Sufo/^e, 

Speake noc for him,for in England he (hall not reft. 

If I fay, I may relent,but if I fweare.it is irrcuocable. 

Come good Warwick , and go thou in with me. 

For I hauc great matters to impart to thee. 

Exit King aud It^arwicke, Manet gtt.and Sfiffolke. 

Queene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you. 
There’s two of you.the diuell make the third. 

Fie womanilh man,canft thou not curfe thy enemies ? 

Suf. A plague vpon them, wherefore fliould I curfe them# 
Could curfes kill as do the Mandrakes grones, 

I would inuent as many bitter termes, 

Deliuered ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice fo many fignes of deadly hate. 

As leane fac’d enuy in her loathfome caue. 

My tongue fliould (tumble in mine earned words. 

Mine eyes fhould fparkle like the beaten flint. 

My haire be fixt on end,as one diftraught, 

And eucry ioynt fliould feeme to curfe and ban. 

And now me-thinkes my burthened heart would breake, 
Should I not curfe thcm.Poifon be their drinke. 

Gall worfe.then gall,the daintieft thing they tafte. 

Their fweeteft fliade a groueof Cypreflc trees. 

Their fofteft touch as fmart as lyzards flings. 

Their muficke frightfull.like the ferpents hifle. 

And boding fcritch-owles make the confort full. 

All the foule terrors in darke feated hell. 

Qu Enough fweete Sufolke, thou torments thy felfe. 

Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me ceafe ? 

Now by this ground that I am baniftu from. 

Well could I curfe away a winters riight, 

And (landing naked on a Mountainc top. 

Where byting cold would neuer let gra(Te grow. 

And thinkc it but a minute fpent in fport. 




rerkeaud Lmcttlter. 

Oueette No more.Sweete S ttfolke hie thee hence to France, 

nr hue where thou wilt within this worldsglobe, 

tie haue an Irifli that (halt findc thee out. 

La lone thou fhalt not flay, but ile haue thee repeald. 

Or venter to be baniftied my felfe. 

Oh let this Itiffc be printed in thy hand. 

That when thou feeft itjthou maift thinkc on me. 

Away I fay, that I may fecle my griefe. 

For it is nothing whilft thou ftandeft heere. 

Sufe/kf. Thus is poore Sufolke tea times baniflied. 

Once by the King,but three times thrice by thee. 

Enter Z/awfi. 

QueeneMovt now, whither goes Vawfe fo faft ? 

Varvfe.To fignifie vnto his Maiefty, 

That Cardinall Bedford is at point of death. 

Sometimes he raues and cries as he were mad. 

Sometimes he cals vpon Duke Humfrtes Ghoft, 

And whifpers to his Pillow as to him. 

And fometimes he cals to fpeake vnto theKing, 

And I am going to certific vnto his Grace, 



Queene. Go then good V <twfe and certifie the King. 

Exit Vt mfi. 

Oh what is worldly pompe,afl men muft die, 

And woe am I for Betvfords heauy end. 

But why mourne I for him,whilft thou art heere ? 

Sweete Sufolke hie thee hence to France, 

For if the King do come, thou fare muft die. 

Suf had if I go I cannot liue : but heere to die, 

VVhat were it elfe,but like a pleafant (lumber in thy lap ? 

Heere could I breathe my foule into the ayre, 
as mrlde and gentle as the new borne babe. 

That dies with mothers dug betweene his lips, 

VVhere from my fight 1 fliould be raging madde, 
and call for thee to clofe mine eyes. 

Or with thy -lips to flop my dying foule. 

That I might breathe it fo into thy body, 

F and 
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And then it liu’d in fweete Elyziam, 

By thee to die,were but to dye in ieaft, 

From thee to dye,were torment more then death, 

Oh,let me ftay .befall wlm may befall, 

Qtteene.Oh might ft thou ftay with fafcty of thy life, 

Then fhouldft thou ftay,but heauens deny it. 

And therefore go, but hope ere long to be repeald. 

Stiff. I goe. 

Qwene. And take my heart with thee.. 

She kiffeth him. 

Stiff. A iewelllockt into the wofulft caske, 

That eucr yet containd a thing of worth. 

Thus like a fplitted Barke,fo funder we. 

This way fall I to death. Exit Suffolk^, 

fjhteene . This way for me. Exit Queene, 

Enter King and Salts bury ,and then the Cffrtaines be draxvne, and the 
ffardtnall is difeotsered in his bed , ratting and flaring at if he wen 
mad. 

Car. Oh death, if thou wilt let me liue but one whole yeare, 
Tie giue thee as much gold as will purchafe fuch another Ifland, 
iCV»£.Oh,fee my Lord of Salisbury how he is troubled, 

Lord Cardinall, remember Chrift mull fauc thy foulc. 

Car. Why died he not in his bed ? 

What would you haue me to do then ? 

Gan I make men liue whether they will or no > 

Sirra,go fetch me the poyfon which the Pothicary fent me. 
Oh, fee where Duke Humfries ghoft doth (land, 

And ftares me in the face. Looke,looke,coame downe his haire. 
So now hee’s gone againe : Oh,oh,oh. 

Sal. See how the pangs of death doth gripe his heart. 
King.Lotd Cardinally thou dieft affured of heauenly blifle, 
Hold vp thy hand and make fome figne to vs. Car. dies. 

Oja fee he dyes,and makes no figne at all, 

,<€mGod fotguie his foule. 

‘ Sal. So bad an end did neuer none behold,. 

But as his deathjfo was his life in all. v 



Tor ke and Lane After, 



jUrtnet within, and the Chambers bee dif charged, like as it were a 
fiabtatfea. Jlnd then enter the faptaine of the /hip, and the Wa- 
fer, and the Maflers mate, and the Duke of Snffolke difguifed,and 
others mthdnm,& Water whickmore. 

Bring forward thefc prifoners that ficorn’d to yceld, 
Vnladc their goods with fpecd,and finckc their ftiip. 

Here Mafter.this prifoner I giue to you. 

This other,the Maftcrs mate fliall haue. 

And lK*"er whickmore thou (bait haue this man. 

And let them pay their ranfome ere they paffe. 

Suffolk e. Water] Hefiarttth. 

Water. Hovi now, what doft feare me i 
Thou lhalt haue better caufe anon. 

Snff.lt ls thy name affrights me, not thy felfe. 

Ido remember well,a cunning wizzard told me. 

That by Water I fhould dye : 

Yet let not that make thee bloody minded. 

Thy name being rightly founded, 

Is Gmlter, not Walter. 

Walter. Guzhtt or W ater,ars one to me, 
lam the man muft bring thee to thy death. 

Stt f.l am aGentleman,looke on my Ring, 

Ranfome me at what thou wilt,it (hall be paid. 

W niter, I loft mine eye in boording of the fhip. 

And therefore ere 1 Mercharit-hke fell blood for gold. 

Then call me headlong downe into the fea. 
i./V//#».But what fhall our ranfomes be i 
Mai. A hundred pounds a peecc.eyther pay that or dye. 
i-lrifon. Then faue our liues,it (hall bepaide* 

W’ater.Comc firra.thy life fliall be the ranfome I wil haue. 

Stiff. Stay villainc, thy prifoner is a Prince, 

F a The 



Ifw.Forbeare to iudge,good Salsbury forbcarc. 

Tor God will iudge vs all. 

Go take him hcnce,and fee his funerals perform’d. 

Exit omnes. 
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The Duke of Suffolk eJVtlliam de la Pole. 

£ap. The Duke of Suffolke folded vp in rags. 

Suff. I fir, but thefe rags are no part of the Duke, 

Jotte l'ometime went difguifde,and why not I ? 

Cap. I, but low wasneuer flaine as thou (bait be. 

Sajf.Bafe I ady groome,King Henr es blood. 

The honourable blood of Lanca/ler, 

Cannot be fhed by fuch a lowly fwaine, 

I am fent ambaflador for the Queene to France, 

I charge thee waffe mccroffe the channell fafe. 

Caff . He waffe thee to thy death, go Water take him hence, 
And on our long boates fide, chop off his head. 

Sxjf. Thou dar’ft not for thine owne. 

ffap. Yes Pole. 

Suffolke. Pole. 

Cap. I ?Ve, puddle, kennell.finke and durt, 
lie flop that yawning mouth of thine, 

Thofe lips of thine that fo oft haue kift the 
Queene, ftiall fweepe the ground,and thou that 
Smild’ft at good Duke Huthfries death, 

Shalt hue no longer to infeft the earth. 

Suffolk?.! his villaine being but Captaineof a Pinnis, 
Threatens more plagues then mighty Abradas, 

The great Macedonian Pyrate, 

Thy words addes fury and not remorfe in me. 

Cap.l but my deeds fhall ftay thy fury foone. 

Suffolk ?. Haft not thou waited at my Trencher, 

When we haue feafted with Queene Margaret ? 

Haft not thou kift thy hand, and held my ftirrop i 
and bare-head plodded by my footdooth Mule, 
and thought thee happy when 1 fmilde on thee i 
This hand hath writ in thy defence. 

Then Ihall 1 charmethee,ho!d thy lauifh tongue. 

Cap. Away with him IP'ater, 1 fay,and off with his head. 

i .Prifon. Good my Lord,entreate him mildly for your l» e * 

Saw 



Stiff, f-irft let this necke ftoupe to the axes edge. 
Before this knee do bow to any. 
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- ueto the God of heauen,and to my King : 
Suffolke* imperiall tongue cannot plead 

Tofuchaladiegroomc. • • 

Water. Come, come, why do we let him fpeake ? 
t [ on <r to haue his head for ranfome of mine eye, 
Suf. A Swordar and Bandetto flaue 

R.nm S blftard hand ftabd Iulius Csefar, 



Brutus baftardhan 

And Suffolke dyes by Pirates on the feas. 



Exit Suffolk e and f-Fater. . 



Cap. Off with his head, and fend it to the Queene, 

And ranfomleffe this prifoner fiiall go free. 

To fee it fafe deliucred vnto her. 

Come lets go. Exkomtes. 

Enter two of the Rebels with long /lanes. 

George. Come away Nicke, and put a long ftaffe in thy pike, & 
prouidethy felfe, for I can tell thee, they haue bene vp this two 



dayes. 

Nicke. Then they had more neede to go to bed now : 

But firra George, what’s the matter ? 

George, Why firra.Iack Cade the Dicr of Afhford heere, 
Hemeanes to turne this land, and fet a new nap on’t. 

Nick?. I marry he had need fo, for tis growne Hired-bare* 
Twasnetter merry world with vs, fince thefe Gentlemen came.. 



vp. 

George. I warrant thee thou Irak neuer fee a Lord weate a lea. 
ther apron now a-daies, 

Nicke. But firra, who comes elfe befide Iacke Cade ?• 

George. Why there’s Dicke the butcher, and Robin the Sadler, , 
and Will that came a wooing to our Nan laft Sunday, and Harry 
and Tom, and Gregory that fhould haue your Parnill,& a great • 
fort more is come from Rochefter, and from Maidftone & Can- 
terbury,and all the towneshereabouts,and we muft be al Lords^ 
or Squires, afToone as Iacke Cade is King, 

Nick?. Rarke,harke,l heare the Drum, they be comming. 

Enter lack? Cade, Dick? Butcher, Robtn, Will, Tom , 

, Harry , and the reft mthlongfiaues, 

F 3 Cade 3 . 
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fade, Proclaimc filence. 

AH. Silence. 

Cade. Ilohn Cade. To named for my valiancy. 
e Dichf. Or rather for ftcaling of a cade of fprats. 

Cade. My father, was a Mortimer. 

Dicke. He was an honeft man,and a good bricke-layer. 

Cade. My mother came of the Lacies. 

Niche. She was a Pcdlers daughter indecd,& fold many laces, 
Robin. And now being not able to occupy her furr’d packe, 
She waiheth buckes vp and downe the countrcy. 
fade. Therefore I am honourably borne. 

Harry. I the field is honourable, for hec was borne vnd« a 
hedge, bccaufe his father had no other houfc but the cage. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. 

George. That’s true, I know he can endure any thing. 

Fori haue feene him whipt two market dayes togithcr. 

Cadr. I feare neither fword nor fire. 

W'ill. He r.eede not feare the fword, for his coate is ofproofe, 
Dicke. But methinkes he fhould feare the fire, being fo often 
burnt in the hand,for ftcaling of ftieepe. 

Cade. Therefore be braue,for your Captain is braue,& vowes 
reformation : you (hall haue feuen halfepeny loaues for a penny, 
and the three hoopt pot (hall haue ten hoopes, and it ftulbefcl- 
lony to drinke fmall beere, if I be Ktng,as King I will be. 

All. God fau.e your Maiefty. 

Cade. I thanke you good people, you (hall all eate and drinke 
of my fcore, and go all in my liuery ; and wee’ll haue no writing 
but the fcore and the T ally.and there (hall be no lawes but fucb 
as come from my mouth. 

Dicke, Wee fhall haue fore lawes then, for he was thruft into 
the mouth the other day. 

Geo. I and (linking law too, for his breath ftinkes fo, that one 
cannot abide it. 

Enter Will with the Clarke of Chattam, 

Will. Oh Captaine,a prize. 
fade. Who’s that Will} 

mil. The CUrkc of Chactam,hc can write and reade and caft 

accountj 
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account, I cooke him fetting of boyes copies, and be has a book 

in his pocket with red letters. 

Cade. Zounds he’s a Coniurer, bring him hither. 

Now fir, what’s your namei 

Clarke. Emanuell fir, and it (hall pleafe ye. 

•Dicke. It will go hard with you I tell ye. 

For they vfeto write that ore the top of Letters, 

Ottfe.Whatdoye vfe to write your name? Or do you as anci- 
ent forefathers haue done, vfc the fcore and the T ally ? 

Clarke . Nay truly fir, I praife G od I haue bene fo wcl broght 
vp that I can write mine owne name. 

Oh he has confeft, go hang him with his pen and inke- 
homc about his neckc. ~ Exit one with the Clarke, 

Enter Tom, 

Tom . Captaine, Newes,n ewes, fir Httmfrey Stafford and his 
brother are coming with the Kings power,& mean to kil vs all. 
Cade. Let themcome, he’s but a Knight is he 
7mw.No, no, he’s but a Knight. 

Cade. Why then to equall hijm, Ilf make my felfe Knight.. 
Kneele downe Iohn Mortemes, 

Rife vp fir Iohn Mortemer. 

Is there any more of them that be Knights ? . 

7*ww.Ihis brother. 

fade. Then kneele downe Dicke Butcher. 

He knights him. 

Rife vp fir Dicke Butcher. Now foun d vp the drum. 

Enter Sir Httmfrey Stafford and hit Tr other , with 
Dram and Soldiers. 

Cade. As for thefe filken coated ftaues, Ipaffe not a pin, 

Trsto you good people that I ffveake. 

Staf. Why Country-men,what meane you thus in troopes, 
Tofollowthis rebellious Traitor Cade? 

Why htf Father was a brick-layer. 

Cade. Well, and Adam was a Gardiner, what then ? 

But I come of the Mot tensers. 

Stef. I, the Dukeof Yorke bath uughjtyoitthato 

ceuku 
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Cade, The Duke of Yorke, nay I learnt it my felfe, 

I : or looke you, Roger Morttmcr the Earle of Maach, 

Married the Duke of Clarence daughter* 

Staf. Well, that's true : But what then - 
Cade. And by her he had two children at a birth. 

Staf. Thar’s falfe, 

(fade. I, but I fay tis true. 
j4ll. Why then tis true. 

Cade. And one of them was ftolne away by a begger-woman, 
And chat was my father, and I am his lonne. 

Deny it and you can. 

Nicke. Nay looke you, I know was true ; 

For his father built a chimney in my fathers houfe. 

And the brickcs are aliue at this day to teftifye it. 

Cade. But doeft thou heare Stafford, tell the King, that for bis 
fathers fake, in whofe time boyes playde at fpan-counter with 
French Cro wncs, I am content that he (ball be King as long as 
he li ues : marry alwaics prouided,Ile be Ptotc6for oucr him, 
Staf. O monftrous fimplicity. 

Cade. And tell him, wee’ll haue the Lord Sayes head, and die 
Duke of Somcrfets, for deliuering vp the Dukedomes of aimij 
and Mayne, and fellingthe Townes in France: by which means 
England hath bene maim’d euer fince,and gone as it were with a 
crutch, but that my puifFance held it vp. And befidcs, they can 
fpcake Frcnch,and therefore they are Traitors. 

Staf. As how I prethee ? 

Cade. Why the Frenchmen are our enemies, be they not? 
And then can he that lpeakes with the tongue of an enemy be a 
good fubiect ? Anfwere me to that. 

Staf. Well firra, wilt thou yceld thy felfe vntothe Kings mer- 
cy ,and he wil pardon thee and thefe, their outrages and rebelli* 
ous deeds ? 

Cade. Nay, bid the King come to me and he will, and then lie 
pardon him, or otherwaiesilehauehisCrowne tell him, ere it 
be long. 

Staf. Go Herald, proclaimc in all the Kings Townes, 

That thofe chat will forfake the Rebel! Cade, 

Shall 
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Stall taoeft" s, 4 M U 

Cade. Come firs.S.George for vs and Kent. Exit otmes. 

Marmes to the battell, where fir Hitmfrey Stafford and hie brother 
are both flame. Then enters lacke Cade 
againe, and the reft . 

Cade Sir Dicke Butcher, thpu haft .fought to day mod vali- 
,ntlv and knockt them down as if thou hadft bin in thy {laugh- 
rcr-houfe and thus I will reward thee : The Lent ft all bee as 
one againe as it was, and thou (halt haue licenfe to kil for four- 
fcorc and one a wceke. Drum ftrike vp, »for now weel march to 
London, and tomorrow I mean to fit in the Kings feat at Weft- 
minder Exitomncs 

m £„‘ ter the King reading of a Letter , and the Quyene with the 
Duke ofSuffolks head, and the Lord Say, 
with others. 

King. Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother is flaine. 

And the Rebels march amainc to London. 

Go backe to them, and tell them thus from me, 
lie come and parley with their Generali. 

Yet ftay,Ilereade the Letter once againe ; 

Lord Say, lacke Cade hath folemnly vow’d to haue thy bead. 
Say . I, but I hope your highneffe fball haue hw. 

King. How now Madam, ftill lamenting and mourning for 
Suffolkes death ? I feare my Loue if 1 had bin dcad,thou woldft 
not haue mourn’d fo much for me. 

Qn. No my loue, I fhould not mourne, but dye for thee. 

Enter a Meffenger . 

Mef. Oh flye my Lord, the Rebels are entred Southwarke, 

And haue almoftwonne the Bridge, 

Calling your Grace an vfurper : 

And that monftrous Rebell Cade, hath fwome 
To crawnehimfelfe King in Weftminfter, 

Thercforeflye my Lord,and poft toKillingworth, 

Ktng.Qo bid Buckingham and C lifford, gather 
An army vp, and meetc with the Rebels, 

G 



Come 
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Come Madame, let vs hafte to Killingworth* 

Come on Lord Say , go thou along with vs. 

For feare the Rebell Cade do finde thee ouc. 

Say. My innocence my Lord fHall pleade for me. 

And therefore with your highneftc leaue,Ilc flay behind* 

KingMucn as thou wilt my Lord Say 
Come Madam, letvs go. Extt om{ , 

Enter the Sard Styles vpon the Tower 
wallet waltyg. 

L. Styles . How now, is lacke Cade flainc ? 

I .fit. No my Lord, nor likely to be flaine. 

For they haue wonne the bridge. 

Killing all thofe that withftand them. 

The Lord Mayor crauethaide ofyout honor from t he Tower, 
To defend the City from the Rebels. 

Lord Ska. Such aide as I can fpare, you (hall command. 

But I am troubled heere with them my felfe. 

The Rebels haue attempted to win the Tower, 

But get you to Smithfield and gather head,. 

And thither will I fend you Mathew Goffe: 

Fight for your King, your Countrey, and your Hues, 

And fo farewell,for I rauft hence againe. 

' Exitomtt . 

Enter lacke Cade, and the refi , and flrikgs his /word vpon 
London fione. 

Cade. Now is Mortemer Lord of this City, 

And now fitting vpon London ftonc. We command. 

That the firft yeare of our reigne. 

The pifling Cundit run nothing but red wine*. 

And now henceforward, it (hall bee treafon 
For any that calles me any otherwife then 
Lord Mortcmer*. 

Enter a fottldicr * 

Soul. lacke Cade, lacke Cade. 

Cade. Zounds knock* him downe* 7 % kfi 

Then 



Dicty My, Lord., 
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. an Army gathered together into Smithfield. 
Cade Come then, let’s go fight with them, 
u.,t firft go on and fet London-bridge a fire, 

And if you can, bumc downe the Tower too. 

Come let’s away. 



Exit otnnes 



jUrtnes, and then CMathew Gofie is flaine , and all the refi 
* with him. Then enter lacke Cade 4- 
gaine and his company. 

Cade. So firs, now go and pull downe the Sauoy, 

Others to the Innes of Court, downe with them all. 

‘Dick. I haue a fute vnto your Lordlhip. 

Cade. Be it a Lordlhip Dicke, and thou {halt haue it 

For that word. , n , 

Dicke . That we may go butne all the Records, 

And that all writing may be put downe. 

And nothing vfed but the fcore and Tally. 

Cade. Dicke it (hall be fo,and henceforward all things fhall 
be in common. 

And in Cheapfide fhall my palphrey go to grafle. 

Why ift not a miferable thing , that of the skin of an innocent 
Lambe parchment fhould be made,& then with a little blotting 
ouerwith inke,a man (hould vndo himfelfe. 

Some Lies tis the bees that fling, but I fay tis their waxe,for 
I am fure I neucr feal’d to any thing but once, and I was neuer 
mine owne man fince. 

N/ck_. But when (hall we take vp thofe commodities 
Which you told vs of. 

CadeMitty he that will luftily ftand to it, (hall take vp thefe 
commodities following: Item, a gown,a ktrtle, a petticoat, and 
a fmocke. Enter George. 

Geor. My Lor.d,a prize, a prize,heres the Lord Say, 

Which fold the Townes in France. 

Cade. Come hither thou Say, thouGeorge, thouBuckrum 
LordjWhatanfwercanft thou make vnto my mightineffe, for 
deliuering vp the Townes in France to Mounfier bus mine cue, 
the Dolphin of France ? 

Gi And 
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And more then fo, thou haft moft traitoroufly ere&ed aGra®„ 
mar fchoole, to infcft the youth of the Rcalme, and againft ^ 
Kings Crowne and dignity, thou haft built vp a paper Mill, nay 
it will bee faide to thy face, that thou keep’ft meninthyhoufe 
that daily reads of bookes with red letters, & talks of a Nowne 
and a Verbe, and fuch abhominable words as'no Chriftian eare 
is able to endure it. 

And betides all this, thou haft appointed certaine ilufticesof 
the Peace, in euery (hire, to hang honeft men that fteal for their 
liuing, and becaufe they could not rcade , thou haft hung them 
vp : onely for which caufe,they were moft worthy to liue. 
Thou rideft on a foot-cloth, doflrthou not ? 

Say. Yes, whatofthat? 

Cade. Marry I fay, thou oughteftnot to let thy horfe wcarea 
cloake, when an honefter man then thy fclfe, goes in his hofc& 
doublet. 

Say. You men ofKent.) 

uill. Kent, what of Kent ? 

Say. Nothing, but r Bona terra. 

Cade. Bonum terum , bounds what’s that ? 

T>icke. He lpeakes French-, 

Will. No tis Dutch, 

Nicks. No tis Oucalian, I know it well enough^ 

Say .Kent (in the Commentaries Casfar wrote) 

Term’d it the ciuilft place of all this Land : 

Then Noble Country-men heare me but fpeake, 

I fold not France, nor loft I Normandie. 

Cade. But wherefore doft thou fhake thy head fo ? 

Say. It is the palfie, and notfeare that makes me. 

Cade. Nay, thou noddft thy head at vs, as who wouldftfay, 
Thou wilt be euen with me if thou getft away ; 

But ile make thee fure enough now I haue thee, ^ 

Go take him to the ftandard in Cheape^-iide, ‘and choppe ottni; 
head,^ahd then go to Mile-end greene to fir lames Cromer his 
Ion in LaW ; andcut offhis headtoo, and bring them tome vf 
pfetuwb poles prefently. Away with him. 

Exit one ortm with the&erd Sty 
There 
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, re (ball not a Nobleman wcare a head on his fhoulders. 

Rut he (hall pay me tribute for it. 

jslor there (hall not amaide be married, but be fhall fee to mee 

Mav den-head or elfe, lie haue it my felfe : 

Marry I will that married men fhall hold of me in capite, 

And that their wiues fhall be as free as heart can think, or toon g 

can tell. 

Enter Robin . 

Rob.O Captaine, London-bridge is a fire. 

Cad. Runne to Billingfgate, and fetch Pitch and Flaxe, and 



quench it. 

Enter SDicke and a Sargeant. 

Sargeant. Iuftice, iuftice,I pray you fir, let me haue iuftice of 
this fellow hcere. 

fade, Why what has he done ? 

Sarg. Alas fir he has rauifht my wife. 

Dick. Why my Lord he would haue refted me. 

And I went and entred my A<ftion in his wiues paper houfe. . 

Cade. Dicke follow thy fute in her common place. 
Yourhorfon villaine, you are a Sergeant, you’l 
Take any man by the throate for t welue pence : 

And reft a man when he is at dinner. 

And hauehim to prifon ere epe meace be out on's mouth. 

Go Dicke take him hence, and cut out his tongue for cogging, 
Houghhim for running, and to conclude, 

Braue him with his ownemaoe. 



Exit with the Sargeant , 

Enter two with the Lord Sayes head, and fir lames 
(fromers, vpon two poles. 

So, come carry them before me, and at euery lanes end,let them 
kilfc together. 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham, and Lord Clifford, the 

Earle of Cumberland. ^ 

Clif , Why Countrey-men, and warlike friends of Kent, 

What mean es thefe mutinous rebellions, 

t you in ttoope* do mufter thus your felues, . 

G* 
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V nder the conduit of this traitor Cade ? 

T o rife againft your Soueraigne Lord and King 
Who mildly hath his pardon fent to you. 

If you forfake this monftrous Rebell heerc f 
If honor be the marke whereat you ayme. 

Then hall to France that our fore-fathers won 
And win againe that thing which now is loft. 

And leaue to feeke your Countries ouerthrow. 
sill. A Cliffbrd,a Cliffords 

r , . They forfake Code 

Laae. v\ hy how now,wil you forfakeyour general. 
And ancient freedome which you haue pofleft? 

To bend your neckes vnder their feruile yokes, 

Who if you ftir.will flraight way hang you vp. 

But follow me, and you fhall pull them downe. 

And make them yeeld their liuings to your hands. 
sill. A Cade, a Cade. 

They run to Cade againe . 

Off- Braue warlike friends,heare me but fpeake, 
Rcfufc not good whilft it is offered you : 

The King is mercifull.then yeelde to him. 

And 1 my felfe will go along with you 
To Winfore Cattle,whereas the King abides. 

And on mine honour you fhall haue no hurt. 
sill. A Clifford, a Clifford, God faue the King, 

Cade. How like a feather isthisrafcall company 
Blowne euery way ? 

But that they may fee there wants no valiancy in me. 
My ftaffe fhall make way through the midft of you. 
And fo a poxe take you all. 

He runs through them with his ftaffe , 
and then flies away. 

"Sue. Go fome and make after him, and prodaime. 
That thofe that can bring the head of Cade, 

Shall haue a thoufand Crownes for his labour. 

Come march away. g x ft em . 



Enter 
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Enter King Henry, and the gueene, and Somerfet. 

King. Lord Sommerfet, what newes heare you of the Rebell 

Ca &>>«.This my gracious Lord, that the Lord Say is done to 
death, and the City is almoft fackt. 

King . Gods will be done, for as he hath decreed, fo muft it bes 
And be as he pleafe.to ftop the pride of thole rebellious men. 

! fa. Had the noble Duke of Suffolke bene aline. 

The Rebell Cade had bene fuppreft ere this. 

And all the reft that do take part with him. 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham and Clifford, with the Re- 
bels yvith halters about their neckes. 

Cliff. Long liue King.Henry, EnglandslawfullKing; 

Loeheere my Lord, thefe Rebels are fubdude. 

And offer their Hues before your highnefle feete. 

King. But tell me Clifford, is their Captainc heerc. 

Clif. No my gracious Lord, he is fled away, but proclamati- 
onsare fent forth, that he that can but bring his head fhall haue 
f . a thoufand crownes. ButmayitpleafeyourMaiefty to pardon 
thefe their faults, that by thefe traitors means were thus milled. 
King . Stand vp you Ample men, and giue God praife, 

For you did take in hand you know not what, 

And go in peace obedient to your King, 

And hue as fubie&s, and you fhall not want, 

Whilfl Henry Hues, and weares the Englifh Crowne. . 

M. God faue the King, God faue the King. 

King. Come let vs haft to London now with fpcede. 

That folemne proceflions may be fung. 

In laud andbonor of the God of heauen,. 

And triumphs of this happy vi&orie. Exitomr.es 

Enter / acke ffade at one door e, and at the other , C JM. Alexander 
Eyden and his men, and l acke Cade lies down pic- 
king of hear be s and eating the m. 
l-ord howpleafantis this country life, 

This little land my father left me heerc, 
ith tny contented minde,ferues me as well,. 

As ^ ^ gleafmcs in the Court can yceldp 

* u Hbs, 
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Nor would I change this pleafure for the Court. 

Cade. Zounds, heere’s the Lord of the foyle : Stand -villaine 
. thou wilt betray me to the King, and get a thoufand Crowne! 
for my head : but ere thou goeft, ile make thee eate yronlikean 
Edridge, and fwallow my 1 word like a great pit). 

Eyden. Why fawcy companion, why fhould I betray thee? 
Ift not enough that thou haft broke my hedges. 

And enter’d into my ground, without the leaue of me thc.owner 
But thou wilt braue me too. 

Cade. Braue thee and beard thee too, by the beft blood ofthe 
Realme. Looke on me well, I haue eate no meat this fiue daies 
yet if do not leaue thee and thy fiue men as dead as a dore naile' 
I pray God I may neuer cate grafle more. 

Eyden. Nay, it (hall neuer be faid whilft the world ftands, 
That Alexander Eyden ziiECquke of Kent, 

Tooke oddes to combate with a famifht man. 

Looke on me, my limbes are equall vnto thine. 

And euery way as bigge: then hand to hand 
Ile combat with thee. Sirra, fetch me weapons. 

And ftand you all afide. 

Cade. Now fword, ifthou doft not hew this burly-bon’d churl 
into chines of beefe, I would thou mightft fall into fomcSmiths 
hand, and be turn’d to hobnailes. 

Eyden. Come on thy way. 

They fight } and Cade fats downe. 

Cade. Oh Villaine,thou haft flaine the flower ofKent for chi* 
ualry, but it is famine and not thee that has done it. For come 
ten thoufand diuels, and giue me but the ten meales that I wan- 
ted this fiue dayes, and ile fighjt with you all. And fo a poxerot 
thee, tor Iacke Cade muft dye. He dyes. 

Eyden.lzckc Cade: And was this that monftrous rebel which 
1 haue flaine ? 

Oh fword,ile honour thee for this, and in my chamber 
Shalt thou hang as a monument to after age. 

For this great feriiice thou haft done to me. 

Ile drag him hence, and with my fword 
Cut offhis head, and bcare it to the King. 

Enter 









Torkeandtanealter, 

t t r the Duke of Torke with Dr tern and Soldioun . 
r J* In armes from Ireland comes Yorke amaine, 

l? ^ fa Maiefia.viho would not buy thee deare i 
Ah5 Enter the Duke of Buckingham, 

„ who comes heere,Buckingham, whatnewes with him r 
B Vjl Yorke, if thou tneane well,! greete thee fo. 

ferke Humphrey of Buckingham, welcome I fwearc : 
JuC'enmcs thou in loue,or as a Mflenger ? 

W i!fx corneas a Mcffenger fro our dread Lord ge foueraigne, 
HenryTo know the rcafon of thefe armes tn peace t 

Or that thou being a fubiea as I am, 

Should!! thus approch fo neare with colours fpread. 

Whereas the perfon of the King doth keepe? 

Torke. A fubie<ft as he is I 
Oh how I hate thefe fpitefull abiea tearmes. 

But Yorke diffemble, till thou mecte thy Tonnes, 

, who now in Armes expea their fathers fight. 

And not farre hence I know they cannot be. 

Humfrey Duke of Buckingham , pardon me. 

That I anfwcr’d not at firft,my minde was troubled, 

Icamcto remoue thatmonftrous rcbell Cade, 

And heauc proud Somerfet from ©ut the Court, 

That bafely yeelded vp the Townes in France. 

•Buck. Why that was preemption on thy behalfe. 

But if it be no otherwife then lo, 

The King doth pardon thee, and granft to thy requelt. 

And Somerfet is fent vnto the Tower. 

Yor'ie. Vpon thine honour is it fo ? 

Bucks Torke , he is vpon mine honour. 

Torke. Then before thy face,! heere difmifle my troopes. 

Sirs ,meetc me to morrow in Saint Georges fields. 

And there you {hall receiue your pay of me. ^ ^ 

Buck. Come Torke, thovt ftialt go fpeake vnto the King, 

But fee, his grace is comming to mcete with vs, 

H CetitCY 
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Enter King Henry . 

Kw^.How now Buckingham , is Torke friends with vs 
That thus thou bring!! him hand in hand with thee i * 
Buck.Uc is my Lord,?.nd hath difeharg’d his troo*pes 

Which came with him,but as your Grace did fay, ' * 

T o heaue the Duke of Somerlet from hence, - • 

And to fubdue the Rebels that were vp. 

.fowg.Then welcome coufin 2V%,giue me thy hand, 

And thankes for thy great feruice done to vs, 

Againft thofe traiterous Irifti that rebeld. 

Enter LMa.fi cr Eyden with Iacke Cades head. 

Eyden , Long liue King Henry in triumphant peace, 

Loe hcerc my Lord vpori my bended knees,, 

I hecre prefent the traiterous head of Cade, 

That hand to hand in fingle fight I flue. 

King . Firft thanks to heauen,and next to thee tfiy friend. 

That haft fubdude that wicked traitor thus. 

Oh let me fee that head that in his life 
Did worke me and my land fuch cruel! fpight, 

A vifage fterne.cole blacke his curled lockes, 

Deepe trenched furrowes in his frowning brow, 

Prefageth warlike humors in his life. 

Heerc take it hence, and thou for thy reward 
Shalt beimmediately created Knight. 

Kneele downe my friend, and tell me what’s thy name ? 

Eyden. Alexander Eyden,if it pleafe your Grace, 

A poore Efquire of Kent. 

/w»£.Then rile vp Alexander Eyden, Knight, 

And for thy maintenance,! freely giue 

A thoufana markes a ycare to maintaine thee, 

Befide the firme reward that was proclaim’d. 

For thofe that could performe this worthy a<fte. 

And thou fhaltwaitevponthcperfonoftheKing. 

fydon J.humbly thanke your grace,and I no longer Hue, 
Then I proueiuft and loyall to my King, v ". .... 
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Torke and Lane alter. 

Enter the fihteene with the Duke of Somerfet. 

„ 0 Buckingham ,fee where Somerfet comes, 

.•S go hide himfclfe till Torke be gone. 

(hall not hide himfelfe for feaie of Torke, 

KutVeard and brauc him proudly to his face. 

Torke. Who’s that,proud Somerfet at liberty ? 

Rife fearefull Henry that thus diflionor’ft me, 

L heauen,thou (halt not gouerne ouer me : 

I cannot brooke that Traitors prefence here, 

Nor will I fubiea be to fuch a King, 

Thatknowes not how to gouerne nor to rule, 

Refigne thy Crowne proud Lancaftcr to me. 

That thou vfurped haft fo long by force. 

For now is Torke refolu’d to claime his owne. 

And rife aloft into faire Englands Throne 

Somer. Proud traitor,I areft thee on high treafon, 

Againft thy foueraigne Lord,yeeld thee fall tTorkf, 

For heerc I fweare thou fhalt vnto the Tower, 

For ,'hefc proud words which thou haft giuen the King. 

hou art dccciu’d,my fonnes (hall be my bade, 

And fend thee there in defpightof him. 

Hoe, where are you boyes i 

Queene.CzW Clifford hither prefently. 

Enter the Duke of Tories fonnes, Edward the Earle of March, and 
crooke-backe Richardat the one doore,with Drum andSoldtors: & 
at the other doore, enter Clifordand hisfonne , with Druumeand 
Soldiours ,and Cliffordkyeeles to Henry, and fpeakes. 
^/;jf.Longliuc mynohlc Lord,and foueraigne King* 

Torke. We thanke thee Clifford. 

Nay, do not affright vs with thy lookes, 

If thou didft miftake,we pardon tbee,kneele againe. 

Cliff. Why,I did no way miftake.this is my King. 

What is he mad ? To bedlam with him. 

King ,\, a bedlam franticke humor driues him thus 

To leuiearmes againft his lawfull King. 

Clif. Whv doth not vour grace fend him to the Tower • 
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Qaeene .He is arrefted,but will not obey, 

His Tonnes he faith, (hall be his baile. 

Torke . How fay you boyes, will you not ? 

Edward, Yes noble father, if our words will feme. 

Richard. And ifour. words will not, our fwords fliall. 
Torkf.CM hither tothe ftaktvmy two rough Beares. 

King .Cali ’Buckingham .nv\h\A him armc himfelfe. * 
Torke.CzW Buckingham and all the friends thou haft". 

Both thou and they fhalt c ufe this fatall houre. 

Enter at one door e, the Earles of Salisbury and IFarmcke, with Drum 

Clif Arethefe thy Beares ? weel baite them foone, 
f>efpight of thee, and all the friends thou haft. 

tvar. You had beftgo dreameagaine. 

To keepe you from the tempeft of the field. 

CUf.l am refolu d to beare a greater ftornjc 
Then any thou canft coniure vp to day. 

And that ile-write vpon thy Burgonet* 

Might I but know thee by thy houfhould badge. 

ITar. Now by my fathers age.oldeNeuilscrefl, 

I he rampant Beare chaind to the ragged ftaffe 
This day ile wearealoft my burgonet, * 

As on a Mountaine top the Cedar fliowes, 

That keepes his leaues in fpight of any ftorme 

Eucn to affrightthee with the view thereof. * 

Clif. And from thy burgonet will Trend chc beare 
nod tread him vnder foote with all contempt, * 

Defpight the beare-ward that prote&s himfo. 

Tong Clif A nd fo renowned Soueraigne to armes 
To quell thefe Traitors and their complices. 

Richard. Fie Charity for fhame.fpeake it notin fpight. 

For you HiallfupwitlflefusChrift tonight - 

r Zl £^ r Fol ?i e Stigitfacickethou canftnot tell. 
WnNo,forifnot in heauen,youl i m \y f„ p in 

Sxtt emueso jilamts 






torke and LancaUet* 

. tA the hattaile . and then enter the Duke ofSotnerfetand 

Al *cCd fgto”g> and Richard kihhim vnder theftgneoftheCaftle 
inS.JttoneS' 

S rf.So.ti' thou there anatumblo in thy blood, 
wli .cVheece,the figne of the CafHe . 

Then the Prophefie is come to pafle. 

For Somerfet was fore-warnd of Caftles, 

The which he alwayes did obferue. 

And now bchold,vnder a paltry Ale-houfe figne, 

SomSethath made the Wizard famous by his death. Exit. 

Alarms agatne , and enter the Earle of Warwicke alone. 

Warwick. Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwicke cals. 

And if thou doft not hide thee from the beare, 

Now whilft the angry Trumpets found alarmes, 

And dead mens cries do fill the empty aire : 

Clifford l fay, come forth and fight with me. 

Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwicke is hoarfc with calling thee to armes. 

Clifford fpeakes within. 

Clif. Warwicke ftand ftill, and view the way that Clifford 
hewes with his murthering Curtelax.throgh the fainting troops 
tofindetbee out. 

Warwicke ftand ftill, and ftir not till I come. 



Enter Torke. , 

"\War. How now my Lord,what a foote ? 

Who kild your horfef 

Torke -The deadly hand of Clifford. Noble Lord. 

Fiuehorfe this day flaine vnder me. 

And yet braue Warwicke I remaine aliue. 

But fdid kill his horfe helbu’d fo well* 

The bonieft gray that ere was bred in^Norcn. ’Enter* 
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Enter Clifford,and fV trwickp offers to fight with hint , 
Hold IV arwicke , and feekc thee out fome other chafe 
My felfe will hunt this Deare to death. 

tf'kr.Braue Lord,tis for a Crowne thou fights, 

Clifford farwell.as I intend to profper well to day, 

It grieues my foule to leaue thee vnaffaildc. 

Yorke . Now Clifford, fincc we are finglcd hcetc Sonc^’ 
Be this the day of doome to one of vs. 

For now my heart hath fworne immortall hate 
To thee, and all the houfe of Lane after. 

Chffirrd , And heerc 1 ftand,and pitch my foote to thine 
Vowing neuer to ftir.till thou or I be flainc. * 

For neuer fhall my heart be fafe at reft. 

Till I haue fpoild the hatcfull houfe of Yorke. 

Alarmes ,and t hey fight, and Yorke kits Clifford. 
Tw^e.Now Lancafier fit iure.thy finewes Ihrinkc, 

Come fearefull Henry groucliing on thy face, 

Yeeld vp thy Crowne vnto the Prince of Yorkf. 

Alarmes, then enter young Cliffordalone, 

Y mg Clifford. Father of Cumberland, 

Where I may feeke my aged Father forth ? 

Oh difmall fight.fce where he breathlefle lies, 

All fmeard and weltred in his lake-warme blood. 

Ah, aged pillar of all Cumberlands true houfe, 

S weete father, to thy murdred ghoft I fweare 
Immortall hate vnto the houfe of Yorke , 

Nor neuer fhall I fleepe fecure one night. 

Till I haue furioufly reuendge thy death, 

And left not oneofthem to breathe on earth. 

He takes him vp on hit hacke. 

And thus as old Ankjfes fonne did beare 
His aged father on his manly backe. 

And fought with him againft the bloody Greekes, 

Euen fo will I. But ftay,hecr’s one of them. 

To whom my foule hath fworne immortall hate. 

Enter 



Yorke and Lancaster. 

Richard, and then Clifford lajes downe his father, fight it with 
him,*”* Rivard flies away againe. 

Out crook’d-backe vUlaine, get thee from my fight. 

But I will after thee, and once againe 
/ When I haue borne my father to his Tent) 
lie trv mv fortune better with thee yet. 

* l€tr y ^ Exit yang Cliffordwith hss Father. 

tAlarmts againe, and then enter three or foure, hearing the Duke 
ofBuckingham wounded to his Tent . 

Alarmes ft HI, and then enter the King and gueene. 
gueene.km'j my Lord, and flye to London ftraight. 

Make haft, for vengeance comes along with them ; 

Come, ftand not to expoftulate, let’s go. 

King. Come then faire Quecne, to London let vs halt,. 

And fummon vpa Parliament with fpeede. 

To flop the furv of thefe dyre euents. 

r * Exit King and Queent. 

Alar met, and then aflourijh , and enter the Duke of 
Yorke, Edward,and Richard. 

Yorke. How now boyes, fortunate this fight hath bene, 
Ihope to vs and ours, for Englands good. 

And our great honour, that fo long we loft , 

Whilft faint-heart Henry did vfurpe our rights. 

But did you fee old Sal* bury, fince we 
With bloody minds did buckle with the foe ? 

I would not for the Ioffe of this right hand. 

That ought but well betide that good old man. 

Rich. My Lord, I faw him in the thickeft throng. 

Charging his Lance with his old weary armes, 

And thrice I faw him beaten from his horfe. 

And thrice this band did fet him vp againe, . 

And flill he fought with courage gainft his foes,; . 

Tbeboldeft fpirited man that ere mine eyes- beheld. 
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Enter Salisbury and Warwtcke. 

Edward. Sec noble Father, where they both do come 
The onely props vnto thehoufeof Yorke. 

Sal. Well haft thou fought this day, thou valiant Duke, 
And thou braue bud of Yorkes cncreafing houfe. 

The fmall remainder of my weary life, 

I hold for thce,fdr with thy warlike arrne. 

Three times this day thou haft preferu’d my life. 

rw^.VVhat fay you Lords,the King is fled to London f 
There as I heere to hold a Parliament. 

What faies Lord Warwieke, (hall we after them ? 

War. After them, nay before them if we can : 

Now by my faith Lords, t'was a glorious day, 

Saint t/flbones battaile wonne by famous Eorke, 

Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come, 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, and to London all. 

And more fuch dayes at thefe,to vs befall. 

Exitomet, 

FIJ^IS. 
















The Second Part. 



Containing the Tragedie of 

Richard DukeofYorke, and the 
goodKjng Henrie the 
Sixt. 



tf Enter RichardT>uke of York?, the Earle ofWarwicke , the Duke of 
Norfolke, Marefueffe Mount ague. Edward Earle of March , then 
ftookf backf Richard, and the young Earle of Rutland, with drum 
andfottldiers , with white Rofes in their hats. 



Warwicke. 

Wonder how the King efcap’d our hands. 
Yorke . Whilft we purfu’d the horfemen of the 
North, 

He flily flole away and left his men : 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whofe warlike earcs could neuer brooke re- 

treat. 

Charg’d our maine battels front, and there with him 

L°rd Stafford ind Lord Clifford all abreft 

Brake in,and were by th’hands of common fouldiers flaine. 

Edward. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham, 
Neither flaine or wounded dangeroufly. 
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I cleft his Beuer with a down-right blow : 

Father, that this is true, behold his blood. 

fjttont. And brother, heeres the Earle of Wiltfhircs blood 
Whom I encounter’d as the battailes ioyn’d. 

‘Rjch. Speake thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

Torke. What is your G race dead my Lord of S'omerfet ? 
Norf. Such hope haue all the line of John of Gaunt, 

Rich. Thus do 1 hope to fliape King Henries head. 

War. And fo do I victorious Prince ofYorke, 

Before 1 fee thee feated in that Throne, 

Which now' the houfe of Lancafter vfurpcsr, 

I vow by heauen, thefe eyes fhall neuer clofe. 

This is the Palace of that fcarefull King, 

And that the re gall chaire :Poflefle it Ycrke, 

For this is thine, and not King Henries heyres. 

Torkj Aflift me then fwcet Warwickg, and I will : 

For hither are we broken in by force. 

Norf. Weell all afftft thee, and he that Byes fhall die.' 

York- Thankes gentle Norfolke.Stay by me my Lords, 

And foldiers ftay you heere,and lodge this night. 

War. And when the King comes offer him no violence,. 
Vnlefle he feeke to put vs out by force, 

Rich. Arm’d as we be let’s ftay within this houfe. 

War, The bloody Parliament fhall this be call’d, 

Vnlefle Plantagenet Duke ofYorke be King, 

And bafhfull Henry be depofde, whofe cowardife 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Torke, Then leaue me not my Lords.; for now I meane 
To take poffeflton of my right. 

War. Neither the King, nor him that loues himbeft. 

The proudeftbird that holds vp Lancafter, 

Dare ftirre a wing, i ( Warwicks {hake his bels. 
lie plant Plantagenet : and roote him out whodares i 
Refolue thee Richard, claime the Englifh Crowne. 

Enter king Henry the Jtxt,with the D. ofExcefter, the Earle of ft* 1 ' 
thumherlandythe Earle of Weflmerland, and Clifford theSarbif 
Cumber land) with red Rofes in their hats, 

Kstip 



Torke And LAnc After. 




And thine Clifford : and you both haue vow’d reuenge, 

On him, his fonnes, his fauourites, and his friends. 
north. And if I be not,heauens be reueng’d on me. 

Clif. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in fteele. 
mfl. What? fhall we fuffer this? Let’s pull him downe. 

My heart for anger breakes, 1 cannot fpeake. 

Ktng. Be patient gentle Earle of Wefimerland. 

Clif. Patience is for Pultrounes, fuch as he ; 

He durftnotfle there had your Father liu’d. 

My gracious Lord, heerein the Parliament, 

Let vs affaile the family ofYorke. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken Cofen, be it fo. 

King. O know you not the Citty fauours them. 

And they haue troopes of fouldiers at their beckc. 

Exet, But when the Duke isflaine,theyl quickly flye. 

King.Fit be it from the thoughts of Henries heart. 

To make a fhambjes of the Parlament houfe s 
Cofen of Exeter, words, frownes,and threats, 

Shal be the warres that Henry roeanes to vfe. 

Thou fatftious Duke of Yorke,defcend my Throne, 
Iamthyfoueraigne. 

Torke. Thou art deceiu’d, I am thine. 

Exet, For fhame come downe, he made thee D uke of Yorke. 
Torke. Twas my inheritance, as the kingdome is. 

Exet. Thy father was a T raitor to the Crowne. 

War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crowne, 

Infollowing this vfurping Henry. 

0‘f Whom fhould he follow but his naturallKing. 

War. True Clifford,and thats Richard Duke ofYorke. 

King, And fhall I ftand while thoufitft in my Throne? 

Torke. Content thy felfe, it muft and {hall be fo* 

War, Be Duke of Lancafter, let him be King. 

I » rtf 
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iWeft. Why ?he is both King and Duke of Lancafter, 

And that the Earle of Weftmerland {hall maintainc. 

War. And Warwtcke (hall difproouc it. You forget 
That we are thofe that chac’d you from the field 
And flew your father, and with colours fpred 
Marcht through the Cttty to the Pallas gates. 

North. No Warwicks, I remember’t to my greefe : 

And by his foulc, thou and thy houfe (hall tew it. 

Weft-. plantagenet of thee and of thy fonnes. 

Thy kinfmen and thy friends, lie hauc more Hues, 

Then drops ofblood were in my fathers veines. 

Cltf. Vrge it no more, leaft in rcuenge thereof, 

I fend thee Warwicks fuch a meflenger. 

As fhall reuenge his death before 1 ftirre. 

War. Poore fltfford, how I fcornc thy worthlefle threats. 

Torke. Will ye we Chew our Title to the Crowne, 

Or eli'e our fwords fhall pleade it in the field ? 

King. WhatTitlehaft thou Traitor to the Crowne? 

Thy Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke : 

Thy Grand-father Roger Mortimer Earle of March. 

I am the fonne of Henry the fift, who tam’d the French, 

And made the Dolphin ftoope, and feiz’d vpon 
Their Townes and Prouinccs. 

War. Talke not of France fince thou haft loft it all. 

King. The LordProtc&or loft it, and not I, 

When I was crown’d, I was but nine months old. 

T^ch. Y’are old enough now, and yet methinkes you lofe : 
Father, tearethe Crowne fromthe Vfurpers head. 

Edw . Do fo fweet father, fet it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother, as thou lou’ft and honour’d armes, 
Let’s fight it out, and not ftand cauilling thus. 

I\ich. Sound Drums and Trumpets, and the King will fly e * 

Torke. Peace fonnes. 

North. Peace thou, and giue King Henry leaue to (peakc. 

King. Ah Plantagenet, why feek’ft thou to depofe me ? 

Are we not both Plantagenet! by birth ? 

Andfromtwo brothers lineally defeent? 





' of Torke and Lancaster. 

Suppofc by right and equity thdu be King : 

Thinkft thou, that I will leaue my Kingly feate, 

Wherein my Father, and my Grandnre fate ? 

fir ft (ball warrevnpeople this my Realme, 

I and our Colours often borne in France, 

And now in England (to our hearts great forrow) 

Shall be my winding fheet. Why faint you Lords ? 

My Titles better farre than his . 

War.Vtoue it Henry , and thou fhalt be King. 

King. Why Henry the fourth by conqucft got the Crowne. 

Torke. Twas by rebellion gainft his Soucraigne. 

King. I know not what to fay, my Titles wcake, 

Tell me, may not a King adopt an heire ? 

War. What then? 

King. Then am I ’lawful! King. For Richard 
The fecond, in the view of many Lords, 

Refign’d the Crowne to Henry the fourth, 

Whofe heire my Father was,and I am his. 

Torke. I tell thee he rote againft him being his Soueraigne, 

And made him to refigne the Crowne perforce. 

War. Suppofemy Lord he did it vneonftrain’d, 

Thinkeyou that wercprciudiciall to the Crowne ? 

Exet, No, for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, , 

But that the next heyre muft fucceede and reigne. 

Ktng.hrt thou againft vs Duke of Exeter i 

Exet. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

King. All will rcuoltfromme,and turne to him. 

North. Plantagenet, fox all the claime thou laift, 

Thinke not King Henry fhall be thus depofde. 

Depofd he (hall be in defpigbtof thee. 

Afor.Tuflt Warwicke , thou artdeceiu’d : 

Tis not thy Southernc powers of EfTex.Suffolke, Norfolke, 

And Kent, that makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud, 

Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me. 

fl'f. King Henry be thy Title right or wrong, 

Lord (ftiffordv owes to fight in thy defence. 

May that ground gape and fwallow me aliue, 

I 3 Wher ? 
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Where Ido kneele to him that flew my Father. J * 

King. O Clifford, how thy words reuiue my foule. 

Torke. Henry of Lancafter refigne thy Crowne. 

What mutter you ? Or what confpireyou Lords ? 

vr, nr. Do right vnto this Princely Duke ofYorke 
Or I will fill the houfe wic’n armed men, 

Enter Soldiers. 

And ouer the Chairc of flate where now he fits 
Write vp his Title with thy vfurping blood. ' 

King. O Warwick?, heare me Tpeake .• 

Let me but reigne in quiet while Iliue. 

York?. Confirme the crowne to me, and tomine heires 
And thou {halt reigne in quiet whilft thou liu’ft. * 
King. Conuey thefouldiershencc,and then I will. 

War. Captaine condu& them into 7 uthill fields. 

Clif, What wrong is this vnto the Prince your fon > 

War. What good is this for England and himfclfe ? 

A forth. Bale, fearfull, and defpairing Henry. 

Clif. How haft thou wronged both thy felfc* and vs> 
irefi. I cannot flay to heare thefe Articles. 

Clif. Nor I, Come cofen lets go tell the Queen e. Exit 
North. Be thou a prey vnto the houfe ofYorke/ 

And die in bands for this vnkindly deede. * Exjl 

Clif. In drcadfull war mayft thou be oucrcome, 

Orliue inpeaceabandondand defpifd. 1 i xit 
Lo ^- The y feekereuen S e > and therefore will not ycclde my 

King. Ah Exeter ? 

W, ar. Why flrould you figh my Lord? 

King. Not for my felfc Lord ITarwicke, but my fonne, 
Whom I vnnaturally {hall difinheric. 

But be it as it may. I hcere intaile the Crowne 
To thee and to thine heyres, conditionally. 

That heere thou take an oath. 

To ceafe thefe ciuill broyles,and whilft Iliue 
T o honor me as thy King and Soueraigne. 
r orks That oath I willingly takc,and willperforme. 

War. 
















of Yorke and Lancafter. 

ffOtr.LongliueKing //c^.Plantagcnet embrace him. 
frwjr.And long hue thousand all thy forward fonnes. 
IV^r.Now Y orke and Lancafter are reconcilde, 

Exet.KccutR be he that feekes to make them foes. 

! Sound Trumpets, 

Tori? My Lord ,7' e take my leaue. 

For He to Wakefield, to my Caftle. 

S xit York £ with his fonnes, 

Way. And ile keepc London with my fouldiors. Exit. 

Elorf. And ile to Norfolke with my followers. Exit. 

CMont. and I to the fea from whence I came. Exit. 

Enter the Queene and the Prince. 

ExetMy Lord, heere comes the Qucene,lle fteale awayv 
King. And fo will I. 

^bfff«f.Nay ftay,or elfe lie follow thee. 

King. Be patient gentle Qucene,and then lie ftay, 

<2W».What patience can there be? ah timerous man. 

Thou haft vndone thy felfe,thy fonnc.and me, 
and giuen our rights vnto the houfe of Yorke. 
art thou aKing,and wilt be for’eft to y eeld i 
Had I bene thcre,tbe fouldiers fliould haue toft 
Me on their launces points, before I would hauc 
Granted to their wils.The Duke is made , 

Proteftor ofthc Land • Sterne Eawconbridge 
Commands the narrow Teas : and thinkft thou then. 

Tofleepe fecure? I heere diuorceme Henry . 

From thy bed,vntill that aff e of Parliament 
Be rccaldjVvherein thou yeeldeftto the houfe of Yor'.ie, 

The Northernc Lords-that haue forfworoe thy colours, 

Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread, 
and fpread they {hall vnto thy deepe difgrace. 

Come fonne,lets away,and leaue him heere alone. 

King- Stay gentle Margaret y and heare me fpeake, 

<5f-Thou haft fpoke too much already, therefore be ftilL 
.Gentle fortnc Edwardi wilt thou ftay with me ? 

%*”'Lt© be murdered by his enemies. Exit, 

! a Prince. 
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Prtn. When I returnc with vidlory from the field, 
lie fee your Grace, till then He follow her. 

King, Poore Qucenc.herloucwnfie and tothe Prince her fon 
Makes her in furie thus to forget her felfe. 

Rcuenged may (he be on that accurfed Duke. 

Come Cofen of Exeter, ftay thou heere. 

For Clifford and thofe Northcrne Lords be gone, 

1 fcarc towards Wakefield, to difturbe theDuke. 

Enter Edward.and Rjchard,and Montague, 

Edw. Brother, and cofen Montague , giue melcaue to (peake. 
tfirA,Nay,I can better play the Orator. 

Mont. But I haue reafons ftrong and forceable, 

# 

Enter the Duke of Yorke. 

Yorke. How now fonnes what at a iarre amongft your felues? 
Rich. No Father, but a fweete contention, about that which 
concernes your felfe and vs, The Crowne of England father. 

Yorke. The Crowne boy, why Henries yet aliue. 

And I haue fworne that he (hall rcignein quiet till his death. 
Ed. But I would breakc an hundred oaths toreigneoneyearc. 
Rich. And if it plcale your Grace to giue me leaue, 
lie fhew your Grac.c the way to fauc your oath. 

And difpoflefle King Henry from the Crowne, 

Yorke. 1 prethc Dicke let me heare thy deuice. 

Rich, Then thus my Lord. 

An Oath is of no moment. 

Being not fworne before a lawfull Magiftrate. 

Henry\% none, but doth vfurpe your right. 

And yet your Grace (lands bound to him by Oath. 

Then noble father refolue your felfe. 

And once more claime the Crowne. , 

Yorke. I, faift thou fo boy ? why then it (ball be fo. 

I am refold’d to win the Crowne, or dye. 

Edward, thou (halt to Edmund Brooke Lord Cobham, 

With whom theKentifhmen will willingly rife. 

Thou Cofen Montague (halt to Norfolke ftraight. 

And 



Yorke andLane&fttr. 

And bid theDuke to mufter vp his foldiours. 

And come to me to Wakefield?* forty. 

And Pjchard,thoato London ftraight fhaltpoftc, 

And bid Richard NeuiU Earle of IParmcke , 

70 leaue the Citty,and with his men of warre, 

7o meete me at S .Mbones ten dayes hence. 

My felfe heere in Sandall Caftle will prouide 
Both men and mony to further our attempts. 

Now, what newes ? Enter a Mejjenger. 

jldef.My Lord, the Quccne with thirty thoufand men. 
Accompanied with the Earles of Cumberland, 

Northumberland, and Wefimerland, 

With others of the houfe of L ancafter. 

Are marchi ng towards Wakefield, 

To befiedge you in your Caftle heere. 

Enter Sir Iohn , and Sir Hugh Mortimer* 

Yorke.A Gods name let them come. 

Coufin Montague, poftc you hence. 

And boy es ftay you with me. 

Sir John and fir Hugh <JMertrmer mine Vnckles, 

Y’are welcome to Sandall in an happy houre. 

The army of theQueene meanes to befiedge vs. 

Sir Iohn . She (hall not needemy Lord, 

Wee’l meete her in the field. 

1 Yorke. What/ with fiue thoufand foludiors,Vnckle ? 

Rich. I father ,withfiue hundred for a need, 

A woman’s Generali, what (hould yduftate ? 

Yi Indeed, many braue battels haue T wonne 
hNorm»ndy,vi\\cn as the enemie 
Hath bin ten to one, and why (hould I now doubt 
Of the likefuccefTe ? I am refolu’d.Come lets goe v 
Tdw.Let’s march away ,1 bearetheir drums. Exit, 

Alarmes and then enter the young Earle of 
Rutland and his Tutor. 

Tutor. Oh five my Lord,lets leaue the Caftle, 

And flye to Wakefield ftraight, 
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Inter Clifford, 

Rut.O Tutor ,looke where bloody Clifford comes. 
CYrf.Chaplaine away, thy Priefthood faues thy life, 

As for the brat of that accurfcd Duke, 

Whofc father flew my father, he Haall dye. 

Tutor. Oh Clift'ord.fpare this tender Lord,leaft 
Heauen reuengc it on thy head : oh (aue his life. 

C7/jf.Soldiors away, and drag him hence perforce : 

Away with the villaine. Exit Chaplatne. 

How now.what dead already i or is it fearc that 
Makes him dofe his eyes ? lie open them. 

Rm . So lookes the pent vp Lion on the Lambc, 

And fo he walkes infulting ore his prey,. 

And, fo he turnes againe to rend his limbes in funder. 

Oh Clifford,kill me With thy fword,and 
Not with fucha cruell threatninglooke, 

I am too meane a fubied for thy wrath. 

Be thou reuendge on men,and let roeliue. 

fflif.ln vaine thou fpeakeft poore boy : my fathers 
Blood hath ftopt the palfage where thy words fhould enter. 

iJar.Then let my fathers: blood ope it againe,he is a 
Man, and Clifford cope with him* 

Clif. Had I thy brethren hccre, their Hues and thine 
Were not reuengc fuffleient for me. 

Or ftiould I dig vp thyfote-fathcrsgvaues. 

And hang their rottenGoftios Vp in chaines, 

It could not flake mineirc,nor eafc my heart. 

The fight ofanyofthehoufe of York*,. 

Is as a fury to torment my foulc. 

Therefore till I rooteout that cuffed line, 

And leaue not one on eartb,He line in hell therefore. 

/Jar.Oh let me pray, before I take my death. 

To thee I pray : Sweet Clifford pitty me. 

£//£I,fuch pitty as my fapiers point affords. i 

Rut .1 neuer did thee hurt,whcrcforewilt thou kill tn«? 
Clif. Thy father hath. , ii • 



Yorkeand Lam After, 

]{#.But t'was ere I was borne. 

TUmi haft one fonne.fpr his fake pitty me, 

Leaft in rcuenge thereof, fith God is iuft, 

He be as miferably flaine as I. 

Oh let me Hue in prifon aft my daies, 
and when I giue occafion of offence, 

Then let me die.for now thou haft no caufe. 

C/z/.No caufe i Thy father flew my father, therefore die. 
Plantagenet, I come Vlantagenet, 

And this thy fonnes blood cleauing to my blade. 

Shall ruftvpon my weapon,t'dlthy blood 

Congeald with his, do make me wipe off both. Exit. 

AUrmes, enter theDukeof Yorks film. 

YorkeM 2V%,poftc to thy Caftle,faue thy life. 

The goale is loftjthou houfe of Lancaftcr, 

Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine, 

Thatheauen abridgdc my daics.and cals me hence, 

ButGod knowes what chance hath betide my fonnes ; 

But this I know, they haue demeand themfclues, 

Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 

Three times this day cMncRtcbard to my fight, 
and cried courage, Father : vi&ory or death, 
and twice fo oft came Edward to my view, 

With purple Faulchion painted to the hilts. 

In bloud ofthofc whom lie had flaughtered, 

Ohharke,Ihcarethe drums.No way to flic? 

No way to faue my life i and heere I flay : 

And hccre my life muft end. 

Enter the ffltteene, Clifford, Northumberland, 
and Soldiours, 

Come bloudy £bfford,roug\\ Northumberland, 

I dare your queilchlefle fury to more bloud : 

This is the But, and this abides your {hot. 

Northunt. Yceld to our mercies, proud Plant agentt. 

Clif. I, to fuch mercy as his ruthfull armc 
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With downe right payment lent vnto my father. 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his carre, 

And made an eucning at the noone tide pricke. 

Yorke My a flies like the Phoenix may bring forth 
A bird that will reucnge it on you all, 

And in that hope I call: mine eyes to heauen. 

Scorning what, ere you can afflidf me with. 

Why flay you Lords > what,muiticudes and feare i 
Clif. So cowards fight when they can flie no longer, 

So Doues do pecke the Rauens piercing tallents. 

So defperatc theeues.all hopelefle of their liues. 

Breathe out inuedbues ’gainft the Officers. 

Yorke JOh Clifford,yet bethinkc thee once againe, . 

And in thy minde ore-runnc my formertime. 

And byte thy tongue that flanderfthim with cowardife, 
Whofe very looke hath made thee quake ere this. 

flifA will not bandy with thee word forword, . 

But buckle with thee blowes twice two for one. 

jQ#««c.Hold valiant Clifford, fax a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong the traitors life a while. 

Wrath makes him deafe,fpeake thou Northumberland, 

Nor Mold Cl fford,do not honour him fo rouch, 

T o pricke thy finger,chough to wound his heart. 

What valour where it whcna curre doth grin> 

For one to thruft his hand betweenehis teeth. 

When he might fpurne him with his foote away s’ 

Tis warres prize to take all aduantages. 

And ten to one,is no impeach in warres. 

Fight and take hittu. 

C/if. I, I, fo ftriues the Woodcokc with the gin. 

NorthSo doth the Cunny ftruggle with the net, 

Yorke. So triumphs thceues vpon their conquer’d booty, 
So true men yeeld,by robbbers ouer-matcht. 

North . What will your grace haue done withhittt ? 

Queene.P>xiut vj zmoim, flfford and Northumberland, 
Come make him (land vpon this mole-hill hecre. 

That aimde at Mountaines withouc-ftretched armf. 



And 
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And parted but the fhadow with his hand. 

Wa* it y°“ lhat rcueld in oUr Parliament * 

And made a prechment of your high defeent ? 

Where are your meffe of fonnes to backeyou now ? 
The wanton £<W^,and the lufty George ? 

Or wher’s that valiant crookt-backt prodegy ? 
Dickey your boy,that with his grumbling voice. 

Was wont to cheare his Dad in mutinies ? 

Or mongft the reft, where is your darling Rutland l 
Looke Yorke, \ dipt this napkin in the blood, 

That valiant Clifford with his rapiers point, 

Made iffue from the bofome of thy boy. 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I oiue thee this to dry thy chcckes withall. 

A?as poore Yorke : but that I hate thee much, 

I Ihould lament thy miferable ftatc. 

1 prethee grieue to make me mcrry,Yorkc : 
Stampe,raue and fret, that I may fing and dance, 
VVhat,hath thy fiery heart fo parch thine entrailes, 
That not a teare can fall for Rutland* dc&th ? 

Thou wouldft be feede I fee, to make me fport. 

Yorke cannot fpeake.vnleflc he wcare a crowne. 

A crowne for Yorke.and Lords bow lowtohiqn. 

So, hold you his hands,whilft I do fet it on. 

I, now looke* he like a King. 

This is he that tookcKing Henries ebaire, 

And this is he was his adopted heyre. 

But how is it that great Plantagenet, 

Iscrownd fo foone,and broke his ho T y oath, 

As.l bethinkc me, you fliould not be King, 

Till our Henry had fhooke hands with death, 
and will you impale your head with Henries glory, 
and rob his temples of the Diadem 
Now in his life,againft your holy oath * 

Oh, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Offwith the crowree,and with the crowne his head, 
and whilft we breathe, take time to do hmv dead, 
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(r/z/.That’s my office for my fathers death. 

QuceneXm ftay,and lets heare the Or i Tons he makes, 

Yorke. She wolfe of France, but worfe then wolues of Fiance « 
VVhofe tongue’s tnorepoifon’d then the Adders tooth. 

Ho w ill befeeming is it in thy fexc, 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

Vponhis woes, whom Fortune captiuates > 

But that thy face is vifard-Jjke vnehanging, 

- Made impudent by vfe of euill deeds ; 

I would allay, proud Queene to make thee blufh. 

To t^ell thee of whence thou art, from whom deriu’de, 

T’were ffiame enough to ffiame thee, were thou not ftiameleft , 
Thy father beares the type of King of Nafles t 
Of both the £*/»/« ,and Ierufalem, 

Yet not fo wealthy as an englifh yeoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needs not,or it bootes thee not proud Queene, 

V nleCfe the Adage muft be verifide ; 

That beggers mounted,run their horfc to death, 

Tis beauty, that oft makes women proud ; 

ButGod he wots,thy ffiare thereof is fmall. 

Tis gouernment that makes them moft admir’d. 

The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis vertue that makes them feeme diuine. 

The want thereof makes thee abhominablc. 

Thou art as oppofitc to euery good, 

As:the sAntipodes are vnto vs, 

Or as the South to the Septentrion. 

Oh Tygers heart wrapt in a womans hide; 

How couldft thou draine the life blood of the childe, 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withall. 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face ? 

Women are milde,pittifull,and flexible, 
Thouindurate,fteme,rough,remorcclefle. 

Bids thou me rage ? why now thou haft thy will. 

W ouldft haue me wcepe ? why fo,thou haft thy wiffi* 

For raging windcs blow vp a ftormc of teares. 



Yorke and Lane oiler. 

And when the rage alacs,the raine begins. 

Thefe teares are my fweet Rutlands obfequies. 

And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals. 

On thee fell Clifford, and the falfe French-woman, 
ifor^.Befhrew me but his palfions moue me fo, 
as hardly I can checke mine eyes from teares. 

Yorke. That face of his,the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftain’d with bloud ; 
But you are more inhumane,more inexorable, 

Oteri times more then Tygers of Arcadia . 

Sec ruthlelfe Queene, z haplclfefathers teares. 

This cloth thou dipts in-blood of my lwcete boy. 

And loe, with teares I waft) the blood away. 

Keepe thou the napkin,and go boaft of that, 

And if thou tell the ftory well, 

Vpon my foulc the hearers will fhed teares, 

I,euen my foes will ffied faft falling teares, 
and fay,ala(fc,it was a pitteous deed. 

Here,take the crowne,and with the crowne my curfe, 
and in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee, 
as now I reape at thy too cruell hands. 

Hard harted C//jf/W,take me from the world. 

My foule to heaucn,my blood vpon your heads. 

North. Had he bin flaughterman of all my kin, 

I could not chufebut weepe with him, to lee 
How inward anger gripes his hart. 

j£«.What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland} 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly dry your melting teares. 

Cliff: There’s for my oath, there’s for my fathers death. 
^«fe».And there’s to right our gentle harted kinde. 
Open thy gates of mercy gracious God, 

My foulc flies foorth to meete with thee. 

(Queene. Off with his head,and fet it on Yorke Gates, 

So Yorke may oucr-looke the To wne of Yorke, 
fc , ;;; • . . 
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Enter Edward and Richard, with Drum and Soldkwj, 
Edw.M 'ter this dangerous fight and haplcffe warre, 

How doth my noble brother Richard fare ? 

RichA cannot ioy vntill I be refolu’d. 

Where our right valiant father is become. 

How often did I fee him beare himfelfe. 

As doth a Lyon midft a heard of Neat, 

So fled the enemies from our valiant Father, 

Methinkes tis pride enough to be his fonne. 

Three funnes appeare in the vrfyre, 

£dn\Loe,how the morning opes her golden gates. 

And takes her farwell of the glorious funne, 

Dazle mine eyes, or do 1 fee three funs f 

Rich . Three glorious funnes, not feparaced by a racking cloud 
But feuered in a pale clcere Ihining sky. 

See,fee,they ioyne,embrace,and feeme to kifle. 

As if they vowd fome league inuiolate. 

Now are they but one lampe, one light, one funne. 

In this the heauens doth figure fome euent. 

Edw . I thinkc ic cites vs brother to the field, 

Thar we the fonnes of braue P/antagenet, 

Already each one Alining by his meed. 

May ioyne in one, and ouer-peere the world. 

As this the earth,and therefore hence forward, 
lie beare vpon my Target, three fa'ire fhining funs. 

But what art thou that look’ftfoheauily? 

Enter a Me(jenger. 

Mef. Oh, one that was a wofull looker on, 

When as the noble Duke of Yorke was flaine. 

Edw. Oh fpeake no more, for I can beare no more. 

Rich . T ell on thy tale, for I will heare it all. 

7tfef.VV hen as the noble Duke was put to flight, 
and then purfude by Clifford and the Queenc, 
and many fouldiors moe,who all at once 
Let driue at him,and forc’ft the Duke to yecld, 

and 
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, a then they fet him on a mole-hill there, 
ild crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpite, 

VVho then with teares began to waile his fall. 

The ruthleffe Queeneperceiuing he did weepe, 

Gaue him a handkerchet to wipe his eyes, 
nipt in the blood of fweet young Rutland, 

IW rough Clifford flaine : who weeping tooke it vp. 

Then through his breft they thruft their bloody fvvords, 
yvho like a Lambe fell at the butchers feete. 

Then on the gates of Y orke they fet his head, 

And there it doth remaine the pitteous Ipcdtacle 
That ere mine eyes beheld. 

Edw. Sweet Duke of Yorke, our prop to leane vpon. 

Now thou art gone, there is no hope for vs : 

Now my foules Palace is become a prifon. 

Oh would flie breake from compafle ofmy breft. 

For neuer fhall 1 haue mors ioy. 

Rich. I cannot weepe, fot all my breafts moyfture 
Scarfe ferues to quench my furnace burning hate : 

I cannot ioy till this white Rofcbe dy’de, 

Euen in the heart blood of the houfe of Lancafter. 

Richard, I bare thy name, and lie reuenge thy death. 

Or dye my fclfe in feeking of reuen ge. 

Edrv. His name that valiant Duke hath left with thee. 

His chaire andDukedome thatremaines for me. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles bird. 

Shew thy defeent by gazing gainft the Sunne, 

For Chaire, and Dukedome ; Throne and Kingdome fay. 

For either that is thine, or elfe thoH vl ert not his. 

Enter the Earle ofWarmcke, Montague, with drum, 
ancient, and fouldiers. 

r^.How now faire Lords : what fare? what newes abroad? 
Rich. Ah Warmcke, fhould we report thebalefull newes, 

And at each words deliuerance, ftab Ponyards in out flesh 

Till all were told, the words would addc 

More anguifh then the wounds, . , 



The contention ofi the two famous Heufes, 

Ah valiant Lord, the Duke of Yorkc is flainc. 

Edrv. Ah Wamic'te, warwickt^ that Plantagenet 
Which held thee deere : I, euen as his foules redemption,. 
Is by the ftemc Lord Clifford, done to death. 

War. Ten dayes ago 1 drown’d thofe newes intcares, 
And now to adde more meafurc to your woes : 

I come to tell you newes fince then bcfalnc. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought. 

Where your braue father breath’d his lateftgafpc, 
Tydings as fwiftly as the port could runne. 

Was brought me ofyour Ioffe, and his departure* 

Ichen in London, keeper of the King, 

Muftred my foldiers, gathered flockes of friends. 

And very well appointed as I thought, 

Marcht to S. Albons to intercept the Queene, 

Bearing the King in my behalfe along,. 

For by my fcouts I was aduertifed,. 

That (ne was comming, with a full intent 
Todafh your late decree in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries heires, and your fucceflion, 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Albons met, 
Ourbattailesioyn’dj and both fidcs fiercely fought t 
But whether ’twas the coldneffe of the King, 

(He look’d full gently on his warlike Queene) 

That rob’d my fouldiers of their heated fpleene. 

Or whether ’ewas report of his fucceffe. 

Or more then common feare of Cliffords rigour. 

Who thunders to his Captaincs blood and death, 

I cannot tell. Butto conclude with truth,. 

Their weapons like to lightnings^wcnt and came. 

Our fouldiers, like the Night-Owles lazy Bight, 

Or like an ydle Threiher with a flaile. 

Fell gently downe, as if they fmote their friends. 

I cheer’d them vp with iufticc of the caufe, 

With promife of hye pay, and great rewards ; 

But all in vaine,they had no hearts to fight. 

Nor we in them no hope to win the day. 



tf Yorkeand Lancafter. 
t ut we fled. The King vnto the Quecne, 
t° d George yout brother, Norfolke,and my felfe, 
Safi pofte haft, are come to ioyne with you. 
i" in t ’h e marches heere we heard you were. 

Making another head to fight againc. 

Mr.Thankcs gentle Warwicke. 

How farre hence is the Duke with his power ? 

And when came G eorge from Burgundy to England i 
War. Some fiue miles off the Duke is with his power.' 
But as for your brother, he was lately fent 
From your kinde Aunt, Dutcheffe of Burgundie, 

With aide of fouldiers ’gainft this needfull wrfrre. 

Web* Twas ods belike, when valiant Warwicke fled. 
Oft haue I heard thy praifes in purfuitc. 

But nere till now thy fcandall of retire, 
ff'&r# Nor now my fcandall Richard doft thou heater 
For thou (halt know that this right hand of mine, 
Canplucke the Diadem from faint Henrieshead, 

And wring the awefull Scepter from his fift. 

Were he as famous and as bold in warre, 

Ashe is fam’d for mildcneffe,peace,and prayer. 

Rich. 1 know it well Lord IPamicke , blame me not, 
Twas loue I bare thy glories made me fpeake. 

But in this troublous time,*what’s to be done f 
Shall we go throw away our coates of ftcele. 

And dad our bodies in blacke mourning Gownes, 
Numb ring our Autmaries with our beads ? 

Or fhall we on the helmets of our foes. 

Tell our deuotion with reuengefull armes ? 

Iffor the laft, fay 1, and to it Lords. 

War. Why therefore Warmckt came tofinde you out : 
And therefore comes my brother Montague. 

Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queene, 

With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many moe proud birds, 

Haue wrought the eafie melting King like w»xe* 
Hefware confent to your fuccefiion. 
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His oath inrolled in the Parliament. 

But now to London all the crew are gone. 

To fruflrate his oath, or what belides 
May make aga'tnft the houfe of Lanca fler. 

Their power 1 geffe them fifty thoufand ftrong. 

Now ifthe helpe of Norfolke and my felfe. 

Can but amount to eight and forty choufand. 

With all the friends that thou braue Earle of March, 

Among the louing Welfhmen canft procure. 

Why via, to London will we march amainc. 

And once againe beftride our foming Steeds, ' 

And once againe cry , Charge vpon the foe. 

But ncuer once againe turne backe and flye. 

t\icb . I now methinkes I heare great Warwtcke fpeake • 

Nere may he liue to fee aSunfhine day, 

That cries retire,when Warwiche bids him flay. 

Edw. Lord lE'arwicke, on thy fhoulder will I Icane, 

And when thou faints, rouft Edward fall : 

Which pcrill heauen forefend. 

War. No longer Earle of March, but Duke ofYorke, 

The next degree is, England* royallKing; 

And King of England (halt thou be proclaim’d. 

In euery burrough as we pafie along .• 

And he that cafts not vp his cap for^oy, 

Shall for the offence make forfcite of his head. 

King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer dreaming of renowne. 

But forward to effeft thefe refolutions. 

Enter a Meffienger . 

Mef. The Duke of Norfolke fends you word by me, 
TheQueene is comming with a puiflant power, 

And crauesyour company for fpcedy counfcll. 

War. Why then it forts braue Lords. 

Let’s march away. Exeunt omtt . 



of Torke and Eancatter, 

Enter the King and JQueene, Evince Edward, and the 
Northerne Earles , with drumme and 
Souldiours. 

Queen, Welcome my Lord to this braue Towne ofYorke, 
Yonkers the head of that ambitious enemy. 

That fought to be impaled with your Crowne. 
noth not the obic# pleafeyour eye my Lord ? 

King. Euen as the rockcs pleafe them that fear their wracke. 

' With-hold reuenge deerc God, tis not my fault, 

Nor wittingly haue I infring’d my yow. 

flifMy gracious Lord, this too much lenity 
And harmefull pitty mud be layde afide, 

To whom do Lyons caft their gentle lookes f 
Not to the beaft that would vfurpe his den. 

Whofehandis that the fauageBeare doth licke? 

Not his that fpoyles his young before his face. 

Who fcapes the lurking Serpents mortall fling ? 

Not he that fets his foote vpon her backe. 

The fmalleft worme will turne being troden on, 

AndDoucs will pecke, in refeue oftheir brood. 

Ambitious Torke did leuell at thy Crowne, 

Thou fmiling, while hee knit his angry browes. 

He but aDuke, would haue his fonne a King, 

And raife his iffuc like a louing Sire. 

Thou being aKing,bleft with a goodly lonne, 

Didft giue confentto difinherit him, 

Which argu’d thee a mod vnnaturall Father . 

Vnreafonable creatures feede their yong. 

And though mans face be fcarefull to their eyes. 

Yet in prote&ion of their tender ones, 

Who hath not feene them euen with thofe fame wings, , 

Which they haue fometime vfde in fearefull flight. 

Make warre with him, that cltmbes vnto their Ncfl, 
j Offering their owne Hues in their yongs defence ? 
forfhamemy Lord, makethem your prefident, 

L 3 Wits? 







The contention of the two famous Houfes 
Weic it not piety that this goodly boy, J * 

Should lofe his birth-right through his' fathers fauk> 

And long heereafter, fay vnto his Childc, 

What my great Grandfather and Grandfire got ' 

My carelefle father fondly gaue away ? & * 

Looke on the boy, and let his manly face. 

Which promifeth fucceffefull fortune to vs all 
Steele thy melting thoughts. 

To keepe thine ownc, and leaue thine owne with him 

King. Full well hath Clifford playd the Orator - * 

Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

But tell me, didft thou neucr yet heare tell, 

That things ill got had euer bad fucceffc. 

And happy euer was it for that fonne, ' 

Whofe father for his hoording went to hell i 
I leaue my fonne my vertuous deeds behinde. 

And would my father had left me no more : 

For all the reft is held at fuch a rate. 

As askes a thoufand times more care to keepe, 

Then may the prefent profite counteruaile. 

Ah colin Yorkc, would thy beft friends did know* 

How it doth greeue me that thy head ftands there. 

Qtteene. My Lord, this harmfull piety makes your follow* 
ers faint. 

You promifd Knight-hood toyour Princely fonne, 

Vnfoeath your fword, and flraight way dub him Knieht, 
Kneelcdowne Edward. 

King. Edward Plantagenet.arife a Knight, 

And lcarnc this leffon. Draw thy fword in right. 

Prince. My gracious Father, by your Kingly leaue. 

He draw it as apparant to the Crowne. 
and in that quarrell, yfe it to the death. 

North. Why that is fpoken like a towardPrincc. 

Enter a tMeffenger, 

Afejf. Royall Commanders, be in readineffe. 

For with a band of fifty thoufand men. 

Comes 



of Torke and LancAHer. 

Comes tFarmcke, backing of thie Duke of Yorke. 

And in the Townes whereas they paffe along, 
proclaims him King, and many flyes to him,« 

Prepare your battels, for they be at hand. 

Clif. 1 would your highneffe would depart the field. 

The Queene hath beft fucceffe when you are abfent. 

Queen. Do good my Lord, and leaue vs to our fortunes. 

King. Why that’s my fortunc,therefore He flay ftill. 

Clif. Be it with refolution then to fight. 

Prin. Good Father checrc thefe noble Lords, 

Vnfheath your fword, fweet Father cry S. George. 

Clif. Pitch we our battell heere, for hence wc wil not moue. 

Snter the honfe of Torke. 

Edw Now periur’d Henry, wilt thou yceld thy Crowhe? 

And kneele for mercy at thy Soueraignes feece? 

Queen, Go rate thy Minions proud infulting boy. 

Becomes it thee to be thus malapert 
Before thy King, and lawfuliiSoueraigne ? 

Edw. I am his King, and he fhould bend his knee, 

I was adopted heyre by his confent. 

George, Since when,he hath b roke his oath. 

For as we heare, you that are King 
(Though he do wcare the Crowne) 

Hanecaufd him by new aifte of Parliament, 

To blot our brother out, and put his owne fonne in. 

Clif And rcafon George 
Who fhould fuccecde the father, bur the fon ? 

Rich. Are you there butcher ? 

Clif, l Crooke-backc,heerc I-ftand toanfwer thee, 
Oranyofyourforr. 

fell. Twas you that kild yong Rutland, was it not ? 

Clif* Yes, and old Yorke too,and yet not fatisfied. 

fell. For Gods fake Lords giue fignall to the fight. 

War. What faift th on. Henry} wilt thouyeelde thy crowned 
v. VVhat. long tongu’d Warmcke, dare youipeakc? 
vhen you and I nset at. Saint AlbonsdalL, 

You* 





The contention of the two fmoue Hottfet , 

Youi legges did better leruice then your hands, * 

(Tar. I, then twas my turne to flyc, but now t’is thine 
Clif . you faid as much before, and yet you fled. 

ITar. T was not your valour Clifford dro-ue me thence 
Nor. No ,nor your manhood ITarwickj could nukcyeeft 
Rich. Northumberland, Northumberland) \ve bold 1 ^ 

Thee reuerently. 

Brcake off the parley, for fcarfel can refraine 
The execution of my big fwolne heart, 

Againft that Clifford there, that cruell child-killer. 

Clif, Why I kild thy Father, calff thou him a chiide? 

Rich. I like a villaine, and a treacherous Coward, 

As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland, 

But ere Sun-let lie make thee curffe the deed. 

King. Haue done with words great Lords, 

And hcare me fpeake. 

Queene. Defie them then, or elfe hold clofe thy lips. 

Ktng. I prethee giue no limits to my tongue, 

1 being a King, am priuiledg’d to fpeake. 

Clf My Lord, the wound that bred this meeting heere, 
Cannot be cur’d with words, thereforebe ftill. 

Rich . Then executioner vnffieath thy fword. 

By him that made vs all, I amrefolu’d * 

That Cliffords man-hood hangs vpon his tongue. 

Ediv. What fayft thou Henry, fhall I haue my right or no? 

A thoufand men haue broke their faff to day. 

That nere fhall dine, rnleffe thou yeeld the Crowne. 

fTar. If thou deny, their bloods be on thy head. 

For Torke in iuftice,puts his Armour on. 

Rein. If all be right that IParmckef ayes is right. 

There is no wrong, but all things muff be right. 

fRjch. Whofoeuer got thee, there thy mother (lands, 

For well I wot thou hall thy mothers iongue. 

Queen. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 

But like a fowlc miftiapen ftigmaticke, 

Markt by the Deftinies to be auoideef. 

As venom’d Todes, or Lizards fainting Iookes. 

Rich 




Torke end Lone After, 



gich.lton of Naples,hid with englifti gilt. 

Thy father beares the title of a King, 

^s if a channell (hould be cald the lea ; 

Sham’ft thou not,knowing from whence thou art deriu’de, 

To parlie thus with England* lawfull heyres ? 

Ed*. A wifpe of draw were worth a thoufand crownes. 

To make that fhamelcffe callct know her felfe. 

Thy husbands father reueld in the hart of France, 

And tam’dc the French, and made the Dolphin doopc s 
And had he matcht according to his date, • 

He might haue kept that glory till this day. 

But when he cooke a begger to his bed. 

And grac'd thy poore lire with his bridall day : 

Then that fun-mine bred a diowre for him. 

Which walbt his fathers fortunes out of France, 

And heapt feditions on his crowne at home. 

For what hath mou’d thefe tumults.but thy pride ? 

Had ft thou bene meeke,our title yet hadilept. 

And we in pitty of the gentle King, 

Had dipt our daime vntill another age. 

George . But when we faw our dimmer brought thee gaine. 
And that the harued brought vs no increafe. 

We fet the axe to thy vfurping roote. 

And though the edge haue fomething hit our fclues. 

Yet know thou we will ncucr.ceafe to ftrike. 

Till we haue hewne thee downe, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated blouds. 

Ediv. And in this refolution,! defie thee. 

Nor willing any longer conference. 

Since thou denied the gentle King to fpeake. 

Sound trumpets, let our bloudy colours wauc. 

And either viftory,or elfe a graue. 

Queene. Stay Edw«rd,Ray. 

Edw.Hcncc wrangling woman, lie no longer day. 

Thy words will cod ten thoufand Hues to day. 

Exeunt ontnei. 

M Alarm ** • 




The contention of* the wofamotu Houfes r 

Alarmes. Enter Warwicke. 

War. Sore fpent with toilers runners with the race, 

I lay me downc a little while to breathe. 

For ftrokes receiude,and many blowes repaide, 

Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrength, 

And force perforce, needs muft I reft my fclfc. 

Enter Edward. 

Edw. Smile gentle heaucns,or ftrikevngentlc death. 

That we may die vnleffe we gainethe day : 

What fa tall ftarre malignant frownes from heauen, 

Vpon the harmelefle line of Yorkcs true houfe l 

Enter (yeorge. 

George, Corns brother come, lets to the field againe, 

For yet there’* hope enough to win the day : 

Then let vs backe to checre our fainting Troopcs, 

Leaft they retire now we haue left the field. 

War. How now my Lords,what hap ? what hope of good ? 

Enter Richard running. 

T^ch. Ah Warwicke ,why haft thou withdrawne thy fclfc ? 
Thy noble father in the thickeft throngs, 

Cride ftill {orWarrvickeyhis thrice valiant fonne, 

Vntill with thoufand fwords he was befet; 

And many wounds made in his aged breft. 

And as he tottring fate vpon his ftcede. 

He waft his hand to me, and cride aloud, 

Richard, commend me to my valiant fonne. 

And ftill he cr\dt,tVarwicke reuenge my death, 

And with thofe words he tumbled off his horfe. 

And fo the noble Sals bury gaue vp the ghoft. 

Wtr.Then let the earth be drunken with his bloud, 
lie kill my horfe, becaufe I will not ftie : 

And heere to God of heauen 1 make a vow, 

Neuer to paffe from forth this bloudy field, 



Yorke and Lancaffer. 

Till I am full reuenged for his death. 

firt-.Lotd Warwick *, I do bend my knees with thine. 

And in that vow now ioyne my foulc to thee. 

Thou fetter vp and puller downc of Kings, 

Vouchfafe a gentle vi&ory to vs. 

Or let vs die before we lofe the day. 

George. Then let vs hafte to cheere the fouldiors harts. 

And call them pillars that will ftand to vs. 

And highly promife to remunerate 

Their trufty fcruice,in thefe dangerous warres. 

Rich.Comc t come away,and ftand not to debate, 
foryet is hope of fortune good enough. 

Brothers, giue me your hands,and let vs part 
And take our leaues, vntill we meete againe. 

Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth. 

Now I that neuer wept, now melt in woe. 

To fee thefe dire mtfhaps continue fo. 

Wmndtg, farewell. _ - _ „ 

IT/ir. A way, away, once morelweet Lords farewell., 

Exemt em#c 

Alarms, and then enter Richard at ottt daove, 
and Clifford atjhe other. 



Rich.h Clifford ,a Clifford. 

Clif.K Richard ,a Richard. 

Ricb.Now Cliffordjfor Yorke and young Rutland s death* 
This thirfty fword that longs to drinke thy bloud. 

Shall lop thy limbes,and flice thy curfed heart. 

For to reuenge the murders thou haft made. 

Qff Now BJchard, I am with thee heere alone. 

This is the hand that ftab’d thy father Yorke, 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rfsland, 

And heere’s the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And cheeres thefe hands that flew thy Sire and Brother, 

To execute the like vpon thy felfe. 

And fo haue at thee. . , 

M * Alarms 
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Alarms . They fight, and then enters tVarwicke and refines- 
Richard, and then exeunt omnes. 

e/f larmes Rim, and then enter Henry film. 

Hen . Oh gracious God of heauenlookedowneonvs 
And fct fome endes to thefe inceflant griefes. 

How like a maftleffe fhip vpon the feas. 

This wofull battaile doth continue ftiH, 

Now leaning this way,now to that fide driue. 

And nonedothknow to whom theday will fall. 

Oh, would my death might ftay thefe ciuill iars * 

Would I had ncuer raign’d,nor nere bene Kin®. 

Margaret and Clifford, chide me from the field” 

Swearing they had beftfucceffe when 1 was thence* 

W ould God that I were dcad.fo all were well. 

Or would my crowne fuffice,I were content 
T o yeeld it them,and liue a priuatelife. 

Enter a Soldiottrtfith a dead man in hie arms « 

Soul, 111 blowes thewinde that profits no body. 

This naan that I haueflainc in fight today. 

May be poffefled of fome ftorc of crowncs. 

And I will fearch to finde them if I can. » 

But ftay ; methinkes it is my fathers face : 

Oh I,tis he whom 1 haueflaine in fight. 

From London was I pfeft out by the King, 

My father he came on the part of Torke, 

And in this confluft I haue flaine my father ! 

Oh pardon God,I knew not what I did. 

And pardon father, for I knew thee not. 

Enter another fildiour with a dead, man. 
i.Soul , Lie there thou that foughtft with mefo ftoutly, 
Now let me fee what ftorc of gold thou haft. 

But ftay.metbinks this is no famous face ; 

Oh no, it is my fonne that I haue flaine in fight. 



Torke and Lemcdlier. 

Ah monftrous times, begetting fuch euents, 

H 0 w cruell,bloudy,and ironous. 

This deadly (Jarrell daily doth beget, 
n bov thy father gaue thcc life too late* 

And hath bereaud thee of thy life too foone. 

A g^n.yflot aboue woe,griefe more then common griefe, 
Whil’ft Lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 

Poore Lambes do fecle the rigour of their wraths : 

The red Rofe and the white are on bis face. 

The fatall colours of our ftriuing houfes. 

Wither one Rofe,and let the other flotirifh. 

For ifyou ftriue,ten thoufand Hues muft perifh. 
i.5W.How will my mother for my fathers death. 

Take on with mc,and nere be fatisfide ? 

jjoa/.How will my wife for (laughter of my fonne, 

Take on with me and nere be fatisfide ? 

Jtwj.How will the people now mifdecme their King, 

Oh would my death their mindes could iatisfie. 
i.5*»/.Wat euer fonne fo rude, his fathers blood to fpill l 
».SW.Was euer father fo vnnaturall, his fonne to kill ? 
King. Was euer King thus greeued and vexed ftill ? 
uSoulMc beare thee hence from this accurfed place. 

For woe is me to fee my fathers face. 

Exit with hit father. 

i,Soul. lie beare thee hence, and let them fight t ha twill. 
For I haue murdered where 1 fhould not kill. 

Exit with his fonne. 

King. Weepc wretched man, He lay thee teare for tcare, , 
Here fits a King, as woebegon as thee. 

Alarms fOnd enter the Queene. 

Qnftne.h'Niy roy Lord,to Barwicke presently, 

Theday isloft.our friends are murdered, 

No hclpe is left for vs, therefore away. 

Enter Prince Edward. 

btmee , Oh father flie,our men haueleft the field, 
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Take horfcfweccfathcrlet vs (aue our felues. * 

Enter Exeter. 

Exet. Away my Lord/or vengeance comes alone withh;*. 
Nay (land not to expoftulate,makc hafte, m : 

Or ell’e come after,Ilc away before. 

K.Hen.Niy ftay good Exeter, for He along with thee. 

Enter fltfford wounded, with an Arrow 
in bis nccke* 

flif.ticctc burnes my Candle out. 

That whilft it laftcd,gaue King Henry light. 

Ah Lancafter,! feare thine ouerchrow, 

M ore then my bodies parting from my foule. 

My loue and feare glude many friends to thee. 

And now I die, that cough commixture melts. 

Impairing ffew^ftrengthened mifproud Torke, 

The common people fwarme like fummer flies. 

And whether flies the Gnats,but to the funne ?* 

And who ihincs now,but Henries enemy ? 

Oh Pheei’tst,hzdi\ thou neuer giuen confent. 

That Phaeton fhould checke thy fiery fteedcs. 

Thy burning carre had neuer fcorcht thcearth. 

And Henry, hadft thou liu’d as Kings fhould do, 

And as thy father and his father did, 

Giuing uo foote vnto the houfe of Torke , 

I and ten thoufand in this wofull Land, 

Had left no mourning widdowes for our deaths, 

And thou this day hadft kept thy throne in peace. 

For what doth cherifli weeds,b.ut gentle airc# 

And what makes robbers bold,but lenity ? 

BootlelTe are plaints,and curelcfle are my wounds. 

No way to flie.no ftrength to holdout flight. 

The foe is mercileffe and will notpitty me. 

And at their hands I haue deferude no pitty. 

The ayre is got into my bleeding wounds. 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faint. 

Come Torke 2nd Richard, tvarwicke and the reft, 

' ' T 



Torke and Lancafter. 

Iftab’d your fathers,now come fplit my breaft. 

Enter Edward, Richard, Warwtcke, and Souldiora 
rdw Thus farreour fortunes kcepes anvpward 
- ur fe* and we are grac'd with wreaths of viaory. 
enffle troopes purfuc the bloudy minded Quecne, 

That now towards Barwic\ .doth pofte amaine, 
rI thinke you that Cliffords fled away with them ? 

impoffible he fliould efcape. 

For though before his face I fpeake the words, 

Your brother Richard raarkt him for the graue. 

And where fo ere hebe,I warrant him dead. 

Clifford grones, and then dies . 

£(fe\Harke,what foule is this that takes his heauy Icaue l 
Rich.h deadly grone, like life and deaths departure. 
edwSec who it is, and now the battailes ended. 

Friend or foe,let him be friendly vfed. 

ftrfc.Reucrfc that doomeofmercy,for tisChftoiu, • 

Who kild our tender brother Rutland, 

And ftab’d our Princely father, Duke of Torke. 

ff^r.Fromoffthe gates of Torke fetch downe the 
Head, Your fathers head which Clifford placed there ; 

Inftead of that, let his fupply the roome. 

Meafurefor meafure mutt be anfwercd. . 

fdw.Bring forth that fatall Scritchowle to our houic, 

That nothing lung to vsbutbloud and death, 

Now his euill boding tongue no more fliall fpeake. 

fVar.l thinke his vnderftanding is bereft. 

Say Cliffbrd,doft thou know who fpeakes to thee . 

Darke cloudy death orc-fhades bisbeames of lire, 
Andhenorfecs norhearesvs what wc fay. 

Rich. Oh would he did,and fo perhaps he doth, 

And tis his pollicy that in the timeof death. 

He might auoid fuch bitter ftormes as he 
In his houre of death did giue vnto our father. 
G«r£f.Richard,ifthou thinkeft foivexhim wsth eagerword* 
^.Clifford, askc mercy and obtaine a© grace. . 




The contention of tbemo foment Heufes 
Edw. ClifFord.rcpenc in bootlefle penitence. 
W*t\Cliffbrd,deuifc excufes for thy fault. 

we deuife fell tortures for tby fault. 
A’/Wj.Thou pittiedft Torke, and I am fonne to Torke. 
f^w'.Thou pittiedft Rttiland.tind I will pitty thee. 

George. Where’s captaine Margaret to fence you now ? 

War. They mocke thee Ch ffer deviate as thou waft wont. 
Htcb. What,not an oath r Nay then 1 know hees dead ; 
Tishard when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath. 

By this 1 know hee’s dead, and by my foule. 

Would this right hand buy but an houres life, 

(That I in all contempt might raile at him) 

Ide cut it off.and with the ifluing bloud. 

Stifle the villaine,whofeinftanched thirft, 

Torke and young Jutland could not fatisfle. 

War. I , but he is dead,off with the traitors head. 

And reare it in the place your fathers (lands. 

And now to London with triumphant march. 

There to be crowned Englands lawfull King. 

From thence (hall Warwicks the feas to France* 

And aske the Lady Bona for thy Qucene. 

So (halt thou finew both thefe landes together. 

And hauing France thy friend,thou needs not dread 
The fcattered foe that hopes to rife againe. 

And though they cannot greatly fling to hurt. 

Yet looke to haue them bufie to offend thine cares. 

Firft,Ile fee the Coronation done. 

And afterward lie croffe the feas to France, 

To effedl this marriage, if itpleafe my Lord. 

Edw.Euen as thou wilt good fParwicke let it be. 

Butfirft before we goe,^eorge kneele downe. 

We here create thee Duke of Clarence , 

And girt thee with the fword. 

Our younger brother Richard , Duke of Gloper. 

Warwick e as my felfe (ball do and vndo as himfelfe pleafethbeft. 

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of Glofier, 

For Gloflers Duke dome is too ominous. 

War. 



of Torke Lancafier. 
jtfar.Tufb.tta 1 ’* a childifh obferuation. 
tahard be Duke of Glofier: Now to London, 

|o fee thefe honours in poffeflion. Sxemt emnet . 

Enter two Keepers with Bow and tArrowes. 

Keeper. Come,\ets take our (lands vpon this hill, 

And by and by the Deere will come this way. 

But ftay,heere comes a man,lcts iiften him a while. 

Enter King Henry difgttifed. 

Hen. From Scotland am I ftolne euen of pure loue. 

And thus difguifde to greete my natiue Land, 
fjo Henry, no, it is no land of thine. 

No bending knee will call thee Cafkr now. 

No humble futers fuesto thee for right. 

For how canft thou helpe them, and not thy felfe ? 

Keeper. I marry fir,heerc’s a Deere,his skinne is a 
Keepers fee.Sirra (land clofe,for as I thinkc. 

This i s the King, King Edward hath depofde. 

Hen My Queene and Sonne, poore foules are gone to f ranee. 
And as I heare,the great commanding Warwick;, 

Tointreate a marriage with the Lady Bona. 

If this be true, poore Qucene and Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpent in vaine. 

For Lewis is a Prince foone won with words. 

And Warwick; is a fubtle Oratour. 

Helaughes, and faics his Edward is inftalde. 

She weepes,and faies her Henry is depofde. 

He on his right hand asking a wife for Edward, 

She on his left (ide,crauing aide for Henry. 

Keeper. What art thou that talkes of Kings and Queens ? 

Hen More then I feeme,for lefle 1 ftiould not be. 

A man at lead, and more I cannot be, 

And men may talke of Kings, and why not I ? 

Keeper. l,but thou talkesjas if thou wert a King thy felfe. 
Hen. Why fo I am in minde, though not in (hew i 
Keeper. And if thou be a King, where is thy Crowne ? 

N Henry. 
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Kitf.My Crowne is in my heart, not on my head. 

My crowne is cald Content,* crowne that 
Kings do fildome times enioy. 

Keefer. And if thou be a King crownd with content. 

Your crowne content and you.muft be content 
To go with vs vino the Officcr,for as we thinke. 

You are our quondam King, King Edwardhztb depofde. 

And therefore we charge you in Gods name and the Kings, 

To go along with vs vnto the Officers. 

Afcw.Gods name be fulfild, your Kings name be 
Obeydc.and be you kings,command and lie obey. 

Exeunt omnet , 

Enter King Edward , fttarence,and G (after, Montague , 
Haftings,and the Lady Grey » 

K.Edw. Brothers of Clarence^nA of Glofier, 

This Ladies husband here, Sir Bichard tyrey. 

At the battaile of S .Albones did lofe his life. 

His lands then were feiz/d on by the conqueror. 

Her fute is now to repoflefle thofe lands. 

And fith in quarrcll of the houfe of Torke, 

The noble gentleman did lofe hislife. 

In honour we cannot denic her fute; 

(j/o.Your highnefle fhall do well to grant it then.. 

K.Edw.l, fo I will,but yet He make a paufe. 

Glo.l,\s the winde in that doore ? 

Clarence . I fee the Lady bath fome thing to grant. 

Before the King will grant her humble fute. 

Cjto. He knowes the game,how well he keepes the wind. 

K.Edw. Widow, come fome other time to know our mind. 

La.May it pleafe your Grace,! cannot brooke delaies, 

I befeech your highnefle to difpatcbme now. 

K.Ed. Lords giue vs leaue, we meane to try this widowes wit. 

£7<*.I,good leaue haue you. 

G/o.For you will haue leaue, till youth take leaue. 

And leaue you to your crouch. 

K,£d. Come hither widow,how many children haft thou? 

€ 1 *. 






of Torke and Lancajier. 
fla.l thinke he meancs to beg a childe on her. 
ff/tf.Nay whip me then, heel rather giue her two. 

La. Three, my mol! gracious Lord. 

C/ff'.You fliall haue foure if you will be rulde by him. 

K.Ed. Wcr’t not piety they fhould lofe their fathers lands ? 
La3c pittifull then dread Lord, and grant it them. 

K.Sdw.llc tell thee hovv thefc lands are to be got. 
ftSo fTiall you binde me to your highnefle feruice, 

K.Edw. What feruice wilt thou do me, if I grant it them ? 
La.Eucn what your highnefle fhall command. 

Glo. Nay then widow lie warrant you all your 
Husbauds lands, if you grant to do what he 
Commands.Fight clofe,or in good faith 
You catch a clap. 

C/<».Nay I fcare her not vnlefle flic fall. 
tf/o.Marry godsforboc man, for hce’l take vantage then. 
Ls.Why flops my Lord,(hall I not know my taske i 
K.Sdw. An eafie taske, tis but to loue a King. 

La.That’s foone performd,bccaufe I am a fubieft. 

K.Ed. Why then thy husbands lands I freely giue thee. 

La . I take my leaue wi th many thoufand thanks. 

C/a.The match is made.fhe feales it with a curtfie. 

K.Sdw. Stay widdow flay, what loue doft thou thinke 
Ifuefomuch to get? 

LaMy humble feruice, fuch as fubie&s owes, and the lawes 
commands. 

K.Fk/ip.No by my rroth,! meant no fuch loue. 

But to tell thee the troth,I aime to lie with thee. 

Za.Totcll you plaine my Lord.I had rather lie in ptifon. 
K.Ed. Why then thou canft not get thy husbands lands. 
Lr.Then minehonefty fhall be my dower, 

Forby that lofle I will not purchafe them. 

K.£y»\Herein thou wrongft thy children mightily. 
Ld.Herein your highnefle wrongs both them and 
Me, but mighty Lord,this merry inclination 
Agrees not with the fadnefle of my fute. 

Pleafe it your highnefle to difmine me, either yt\th I or no. 

N a K.Sdtr, 
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K.Edw. I,if thou fay I to my requeft, 

No,if thou fay tio to my demand. 

A^.Thcnno my Lord.my fute is at an end. 

G/o.The widdow likes him not, (he bends the brow. 

C/4. Why he is theblunteft wooer in Chriftenddme. 

K.Edw. Her lookes are all repleate with maiefty. 

One way or other (he is for a King, 

And (he (hall be my loue or el(e my Queene. 

Say that King Edward tooke thee for his Queene. 

Lady. Tis better faid then done, my gracious Lord, 

I am a fubietft fit to ieft withall. 

But farre vnfit to be a Soucraignc. 

King Edw. Swecte widdow,by my ftate I fwcare,! fpcake 
No more then what my heart intends, 

And that is to cnioy thee for my Loue. 

Lady* And that is more then I will yeeld vnto, 

I know I am too bad tobe your Queene, 

And yet too good to be your Concubine. 

K.Edw . You cauill widdow,I did meane my Queene, 

La. Y our grace would be loath my fons (hold call you father. 

K.Edw.No more then when my daughters call thee mother. 
Thou art a widdow, and thou haft fome children, 

And by Gods mother', I being but a batchellor, 

Haue other fome. Why tis a happy thing 
To be the Father of many children. 

Argue no more,for thou (halt be my Queene. 

Cio. The ghoftly father now hath done his (hrife. 

0* .When he was made a (hriuer/twas for fliift. 

K.Edw. Brothers ,you mufe what talkc the widdow 
And I haue had, you would thinke it ftrange 
If I fhould marry her. 

Cla. Marry her 1 my Lord^to whom 1 

K.Edrv. Why Clarence to my felfe. 

Glo. That would be ten dayes wonder at the leaft. 

( la. Why that’s a day longer then a wonder lafts. 

Glo. And fo much more are the wonders in extremes. 

KjEdw. Well, icaft on brothers,! can tell you, her 
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$iite is granted for her husbands lands. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

jliefhnd it pleafe your grace, Henry your foe is 
Taken, and brought as prifoncr to your Pallace gates. 
g.Edw. Away with him,and fend him to theTower, 

^nd lets go queftion with the mao about 
His apprehenfion.Lords along, and vfe 

This Lady honourably. Sxemt ornnes* 

Manet G lettered ffeaket. 
gio.l, Edward will vfe women honorably. 

Would he were wafted, marrow,bones and all. 

That from his loynes no iflue might fucceed. 

To hinder me from the golden time 1 looke for, 

For I am not yet lookt on in the world. 

Firft is there Edward, Clarence ,and Henry , 

And his fonne,and all they looke for iflue 
Of their loynes, ere I can plant my felfe* 

A cold premeditation for my purpofe, 

Whatother pleafure is there in the world befide ? 

I will go clad my body in gay ornaments, 

And lull my felfe within a Ladies lap. 

And witch fweet Ladies with my words and lookes.* 
Ohmonftrousman,to harbour fuch a thought ! 

Why loue did (corne me in my mothers wombe. 

And for 1 (hould not deale in her affaires. 

She did corrupt fraile nature in the flefh, 

And plac’d an enuious mountaine on my backe, . 

Where fits deformity to mocke my body, 

To dry mine arme vp like a withered (hrimpe. 

To make my legs of an vnequall fize. 

And am I then a man to be belou’d ? 

Tafier for me to compafle twenty crownes. 

Tut I can fmile, and murder when 1 fmile, 
lery content, to that which greeues me moft. 

I can adde colours to the Camelion, 

N J.-, And 
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And for a need change fhapes with Prothem , 

And fet the alpiring Catalin to fchoole. 

Can I do this,and cannot get the Crownc ? 
Tulh.were it ten times higher, lie pull it downc. 



t»ct 



enter King Lew, and the Lady Ben a, Queene Margaret Pr 
Edward, and Oxford, with others. * ” 

Lewis. Welcome t Queene Margaret, to the Court of Fran,, 
It fits not Lewis to fit while thou doft ftand, “ 

Sit by my fide, and heere I vow to thee. 

Thou (halt hauc aide to repoffefie thy right, 
and beate proud Edward from his vfurped feate, 
and place King Henry in his former rule. 

QneenA humbly thankc your royall Maicfty, 

Andpray the God of hcauen to bleffethy ftate^ 

Great King of France, that thus regards our wrongs. 



Enter Warwicke. 

lenw.How now,who is this ? 

Queen.Ow Earle of tv arwtcke, Edwards cheefeft friend. 

Lewis. Welcome brauc fVarwicke, what brings thee to Prana' 

War.vrom worthy Edward, King of England, 

My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed friend, 

I come in kindnefle and vnfained loue, 

Firft to do greetings to thy royall perfon. 

And then to craue a league of amity. 

And laftly to confirme that amity 
With nuptiall knot, if thou vouchfafe to grant 
That vertuous Lady Bona thy faire filler. 

To Englands King in lawfull marriage. 

And if this go forward,all our hope is done. 
iVar. And gracious Madame, in our Kings behalfc, 

/ am commanded with your loue and fauour. 

Humbly to kifle your hand,and with my tongue, 

To tell the palfions ofmy Soueraignes heart. 

Where fame late entring at his heedfull cares. 

Hath plac d thy glorious image and thy venues. 



of Yorke and LancaHer. 

Queene . King Lewis and Lady Zto«d,heare me fpeake, 
Before you anfwere Warwicke or his words, 
for he it hath done vs all thefe wrongs, 

Ward niurious Margaret. 

Prince Sdw. And why not Queene ? 

jfttr.Becaufe thyfather Henry did vfurpe, 
j And thou no more art Prince then Ihe is Queene. 

Ox.Thcn fVarwicke difanuls great lohn of Gaunt, 

That did fubdue the greateft part of Spaine, 

And after Iohnof Gaunt, wife Henry the fourth, 

Whofc wifedome was a mirrour to theworld, 
and after this wife Prince Henry the fift* 

Who with hisproweffe conquered all France, 

From thefe our Henry is lineally defeenr. 

(K<jr.Oxford,how haps that in this fmoothc difeourfe. 
You told not how Henry the fixt had loft 
All that Henry thefift had gotten. 

Methinkes thefe Peeres of France fhould fmile at that. 
But for the reft, you tell a pedigree 
Ofthreefcore and two yeares,a filly time 
Tomake prefeription for a kingdomes worth. 

(tef.Why Warwicke,canft thou deny thy King, 
Whom thou obeyedft thirty and eight ycares, 
and bewray thy treafons with a blufh ? 

War.Czn Oxford that did euer fence ihe rights 
Now buckler fallhood with a pedigree? 

For lhame leaue Henry, and call Edward king. 

O.v/.Call him my king, by whom mine elder 
Brother the Lord Awbray ZJere was done to death. 

And more then fo,my father euen in the 
Downefall of his mellowed yeares, 

Whenage did call him to the doore of death f 
No Warwicke, no, whil’ft life vpholds this arme, 

This arme vpholds the houfe of Lancafter. 

War, And I the houfe of Yorke. 

K.Lewh, Qpeene Margaret, PrinceEdward^and 
Osfotd,Youchfafc;toforbeare a while,. 

/Vi, 
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Till I do talkc a word with Warwickg, 

Now W'arwickefiuea vpon thy honor tell me true; 

Is Edward lawfull King, or no ? 

For I were loath to linke with him,that is not lawfull heire 
^r.Thereon I pawne mine honour and my creditc. * 

Le B’sr.W'hat.is he gracious in the peoples eyes ? 

W'ar. The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. 

Lewis'. VVhat,is his loueto our Sifter ’Bona} 

War. Such it feemes, 

As may befeeme a Monarch like himfelfe. 

My felfe ha lie often heard him fay and fweare. 

That this his loue was an eternall plant, 

The roote whereof was fixt in vertues ground. 

The leaues and fruite maintain’d with beauties funne, 

Exempt from enuy,b«t not from difdaine, 

VnldTe the Lady Bona quit his paine. 

Lew.Then filler let vs neare your firme refolue, 

Bona.Yout grant or deniall lhall be mine, 

But ere this day I muft confc{Te,when I 
Haue heard your Kings deferts recounted, 

Mine cares haue tempted iudgementto defire. 

Lew.Then draw neere Queene c Margaret , and be a witnefle, 
That Bona fhall be wife to the Englifh King. 

Prince Edw.T o Edward, but not the Englifh King. 

War. Henry now Hues in Scotland at his cafe. 

Where hauing nothing, nothing can he lofe. 

And as for you your felfe, our quondam Queene, 

You haue a father able to maintaine your ftatc. 

And better ’twere to trouble him then France. 

Sound for a Pofie within. 

Lewis. Heere comes fome Pofte pyarwicke.to thee or vs. 
Pofie. My Lord ambaftador,this Letter is for you. 

Sent from your brother, Marquette Montagu. 

This from our King, vnto your Maiefty. 

And thefe to you Madam,from whom I khow not. 

Oxf.l like it welLthat our faire Queene and Miftreffe, 

Sixulcs 



Torke and Lancaster. 

Smiles at her newes, when Warwicks frets at his. 

* p g^.A.nd marke how Lewis ftampes as he were netlcd. 

Lew. Now C Margaret & Warwicks, what are your newes ? 
Outen. Mine is fuch, as fils my heart with ioy. 

Mine, full of forrow and hearts difeontent. 

Lew. What, hath your King married the Lady Gray. 

And now to excufe himfelfe, lends vs a pofte of papers ? 

How dares he prefume to vfe vs thus ? 

Oh. This prooueth Edwards louc, and It^arwickes honefty. 
\y<xr. King Lewis, I heere proteft in fight of heauen. 

And by the hope I haue of heauenly bliflc. 

That I am cleere from this mifdeed of Edwards. 

No more my King, for he difhonors me. 

And moft himfelfe, if he could lee his lhamc. 

Did I forget, that by the houfe of York e, 

. My father came to an vntimely death > 

Did I let paffe the abufe done to thy Neece 
Did I impale him with the Regall Crownc ? 

And thruft King Henry from his natiuehome ? 

And (moft vngratefull) doth he vfe me thus ? 

My gracious Queene, pardon what is paft. 

And henceforth I am thy true feruitor : 

I will reuengc the wrongs done to Lady Bortaf 
And replant Henry in his former ftate. 

^Yes Warwick le quite forget thv former faults. 

If now thou wilt become King Henries friend. 

War. So much his friend, I his vnfained friend, 

That if King Lewis vouchfafe to furnifh vs 
With fome few bands ofcholen foldiers, 
lie vndertake to land them on our coaft, 

And force the Tyrant from his lcate by warre, 

Tis riot his new made bride fhall fuccour him. 

Lew. Then at the laft I firmly am refolu’d 
You lhall baue aide : and Englifh meflenger, rcturnc 
In poft, and tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reuell it with him, and his new bride. 

O Bona. 
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'Bona.'T ell him in hope hee’l be a widdower fhortly, 
lie weare the willow garland fbr his fake, 

Queene.Tell him niy mourning weeds be hide afide, 

And I am ready to put armour on. 

.Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong.' 

And therefore lie vnerowne him er’t be long. 

There's thy reward.be gone. ^ Exit Met \ 

Lewis . But now tell me Wsiw/c'<e,what aflurantc 
1 {hall haue of thy true loyalty ? 

Iff or. T his {hall aflure my conftant loyalty, 

Ifthat our Quecne and this young Prince agree, 
lie ioyne mine cldeft daughter and my ioy 
To him forthwith in holy wedlocke bands. 

Qiteene. With all.my hart,ihat match 1 like full well, 

LouC her fonne Edward ft he is faire and young, 

And giue thy hand to Warwick? for thy loue. 

Lewis. It is enough, and now we will prepare, 

Toleuie foldiors for to goe with you. 

And you Lord Bottrbon,oux high Admiral^ 

Shall waft them fatcly to the Engltfh coaft, 

And chafe proud Edward from his flunibring trance. 

For mocking marriage with the name of France. 

War. 1 came from Edward as Embaflador, 

But I returns his fwor^e and mortall foe : 

Matter of marriage was the charge he gaue me. 

But dreadfull warre fhall anfwerc his demand. 

Had he none elfe to make a Hale but me £ 

Then none but 1 {hill turnc his iefl to forrow. 

I was the cheefe that raifdc him to the Crowne, 

And lie be cheefe to bring hint downe againe. 

Not that 1 pitty Henries mifery, 

But feeke reuenge on Edwards mockery. Exit. 

' * f r i I 'T ff ' * ’ ■ f t * * i ‘ 

Enter King 'Edward, the Queene , Clarence , Glofier y tMontagne, 
Haflings , and Penbrooke, with foldtors, v 

£d«'.Btothers of Clarence,and of Gloftcr, 

What 
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What thinke you of our marriage with the Lady Grey ? 

(la . My Lord, we thinke as Warwick? and Lewis 
That are fo flacke in iudgement,that they will take 
Mo offence at this fudden marriage. 

f^.Suppofe they do, they are but Lewis and Warwick?, 
^nd I am both your King and Warwicks * 

And will be obeyed. 

Glo. And (hall.becaufe our King, but yet fuch 
Sudden marriages fildomeproueth well. 

£</ir.Yea brother Richard , are you againft vs too ? 

G/tf.Not I my I.ord,no,God forefend, that 1 
Should once gainfay your highneffe pleafurc, 

I and twere pitty to funder them that yoke fo well together. 
' Setting your skorttes and your diflikes afide. 

Shew me fome reafons why the Lady Grey, 

May not be my Louc,and Englands Quccne ? 

Speake freely Clarence, Glocefter , 

Montague ,and Haflings. 

ClaMy Lord,then this is mine opinion, 

That Warwick? being dishonored in his Embaflagc* 

Doth feeke reuenge to quit his ioiuries. 

G/o.And Lewis in regard of his fifiers wrongs. 

Doth ioyne with Warwick? to fupplant your Hate. 
£d.Suppoie that Lewis and Warwickc be appeafde. 

By fuch meanes as I can befl deuife. 

CMont . Bur yet to haue ioynd with France in this 
Alliance,would more haue Hrengthened this our 
Common-wealth, gainft forrainc ftormes. 

Then any home-bred marriage. 

Haft. Let England be true within it fclfe. 

We need not France, nor any alliance with them. 

Cla . For this one fpcech,Lord Haflings well deferues. 

To haue the daughter and heyre oi the Lor d Hungerford. 
Edw. And what then ? it was our will it fhould be fo. 

C/d, 1, and for fuch a thing too the Lord Scales 
Did welldeferue at your hands, to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord Bonfield, and left your 

O a 
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Brothers to go feeke elfc-where, but in vour madncfle 
You bury brother-hood. 

Edw. Alas poore Clarence, is it for a wife 
That thou art male-content, 

Why man be of good cheere, lie prouide thee one. 

Cla. Nay, you playde the broker fo ill for your felfe. 

That ye fhall giue me leaue to make my choiie 
As Lthinke good : and to that intent 
I fhortly meane to leaue you. 

Sdw. Leaue me, or tarry, I am full refolu’d, 

Edward will not be ty’d to his brothers willes, 

£hi. My Lords, do me but right. 

And you mull confeffc, before it pleafd his highnefle 
To aduance my ftatc to Title ofa Queene, 

That I W3s not ignoble from my birth. 

Sdw. Forbeare my Lone to fawnc vpon their frownes. 

For thee they mud obey, nay fhall obey. 

And if they Iookc for fauour at my hands. 

Mont. My Lord,here is the Meflenger return’d from Frahce. 

Enter Meffenger. 

Ed. Now firra,what letters i Or what newes ? 

Mcf. No Letters my. Lord, 

And fuch Newes, as without your hig'nneffepardon, 

I darenotrelate. 

Ed. We pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canft) tell me, 
What faide Lewis to pur Letters ? 

CMtf. At my departure thefe were his very wordes. 

Go tell falfe Edward thy fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is lending oucr Maskers, 

T o reuell it with him,and his new bride. 

Ed. Is Lewis tobxzuz 4 Belike, he thinkesme Henry. 

But what fayde Lady r Bona to thefe Wrongs ? 

LMef. Tejl him, quoth (he, in hope heel proue a widdower 
Shortly, 1 le weare a willow Garland for his fake. 

Ed. She had the wrong. 

Indeed fhe could fay little lelTe. But what faid Henries Queene, 

For 
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por as I heare, fhe was then in place ? 

jtfef.TtW him quoth fhe, my mourning weeds be done, 

And I am ready to put armour on. 

Ed. Then belike fhe meanes to play the Amazon. 

But what faide Warwicks to thefe injuries ? 

Mef. He more incenl'ed then the reft my Lord, 

Tell him quoth he, that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore He vnerowne him er’t be long. , 

Ed. Ha, durft the Traitor breath out fuch proud words ? 

BucI will arme me to preuent the worft. 

' But what is Warwicke friends with Margaret ? 

Mef.\ my good Lord,they are fo linkt in friendfhip. 

That young Prince Edward marries J 'Parwickes daughter. 

Cla. The elder, belike £7*r<?w<? fhall hauetheyongcr. 

All you that loue me and IP'arwicke follow me. 

Exit £larence and Somerfet , 

Sd. Clarence and Semrfet fled to U^arveickf, 

What fay you brother Richard, will you ftand to vs ? 

gio. I my Lord, in delpight of all that fhall withftand you. 

For why hath Nature made me halt downe right, 

But that I fhould be valiant and ftand to it : 

For ifl would, I cannot runne away, 

Sdw. Penbrooke, go raife an army prefently, • 

Pitch vp my Tent ; for in the field this night 
I meane to reft, and on the morrow morne. 

He march to meete proud Warwicke.c re he land 
Thofe Angling troopes which he hath got in France. 

But ere I go, Montague and Hafiings , 

You aboue ail the reft are neere allyed 
In blood to Warwicke : therefore tell me, 

If you fauour him more then me, or not. 

Speake truly, for I had rather haue you open enem ics, 

Then hollow friends. 

"Mont, So God helpe Montague , as he proues true. 

Haft. And Hafiings, as he fauour s Edwards caufe, 

Edw, It fhall fuffice, Come then let’s marchaway. 

Exeunt twnes, 
O 3 Enter 
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Enter Warwick; and Oxford with Soldiors, 
W'rfr.Truftmemy Lords, all hitherto goes well, 

The common people by numbers fwarme to vs, 

But lee where Somerfet and Clarence comes, 

Speake fuddenly my Lord $,are we all friends ? 

Cta . Feare not that my Lord. 

Wur/Thea gentle Clarence, welcome vnto Warwick; , 

And welcome Somerfet , I hold it cowardife. 

To reft miftruftfull, where a noble heart 
Hath pawnd an open hand in figne of loue, 

Elfc might I thinke that Clarence, Edwards brother, 

W ere but a fained friend to our proceedings. 

But welcome fweet Clarence, my daughter (hall be thine. 
And now what refts but in nights couerture. 

Thy brother being carlefly encampt. 

His foldiors lurking in the towne about. 

And but attended by a fimple guard. 

We may furprizc and take him at our pleafure. 

Our fcouts haue found the aduenture very eafie. 

Then cry king Henry with refolued mindes. 

And breake we prefently into his Tent. 

Cla. Why then lets on ou r way in (ilent fort. 

For Warwicke and his friends, God and S.Gcorge. 

War . This is his tent,and fee where his guard doth (land. 
Courage my fouldiers, now or neucr, 

But follow me now, and Edward (hall be ours, 
Atl.hWarwicke,* IP'arwicke. 

Alarmes ,andCjlofter and Hafiings flies. 

Of. Who goes there ? 

War .Richard and Hafiings, let them go,hecre is the Duke, 
Edw.'lhz Duke, why Warwick ; when we parted 
Laft,thou calledft me King. 

War,\,hwx. the cafe is altrcd now. 

When you difgrac’ftme in my Embaffage, 

Then I difgrac’ft you from being King, 



Yorke and Lane alter , 

iud now am come to create you Duke of Yorke , 

Ala(fe,how (hould you gouerne any kingdome. 

That knowes not how to vfe Embafladors, 

Nor how to vfe your brothers brotherly. 

Nor how to (hroud your felfe from enemies. 

Edw. Well ITarwicke, let fortune do her worft, 
limrd in minde will beare himfelfe a King. 

IPor. Then for his minde.be Edward Englands King, 

But Henry now (hall weare the Englifh Crowne. 

Go conuay him to our brother Archbiflvop of Yorke, 

And when I haue fought with Tenbroke and his followers, 

He come and tell thee what the Lady Bona faies, 
Andfoforawhilefarwell good Duke of Yorke. 

Exit fame with Edward , 

(fla . What followes now ? all hitherto goes well. 

But we muft difpatch fome letters into Franco, 

To tell the Qucene of our happy fortune. 

And bid her come with fpeed to ioyne with vs. 

IPar.l that’s the firft thing that we haue to do. 

And free King Henry from imprifonment. 

And fee him feated in his Regall Throne. 

Come lets hafteaway.and hauing paft thefe cares, 

Ilepofte to Yorks, andfee how Edward fares. Exeunt omneu 

Enter Glofler,Hafltngs,and Sir William Stanley. 

f//<?.Lord HaflingSyZnd Sir WilliamStanly , 

Know that the caufe I fent for you is this, 

Ilooke my brother with a (lender traine. 

Should come a hunting in this Forreft heere. 

The Bifhop of Yorke befriends himmuch, 

And lets him vfe his pleafure in the chafe. 

Now 1 haue priuily fent him word. 

How 1 am come with you to refeuehim, 
andfee where the huntfman and he doth come, . 

Enter Edward and a Huntfman. 

ffaw/^This way nay Lord the Deere is gonc. 

On cdta*. • 
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Edw. No this way huntfman. 

See where the Keepers ftand.Now brother and the reft, 

What, are you prouided to depart ? 

Glo. 1, 1, the horfe ftands at the Parke corner ; 

Come, to Lin, and fo take (hipping into Flanders : 

Ed. Come then. Hafiings and Stanley , 

1 will requite your loues. Byfhop farewell, 

Shceld thee from lE'arwickes frowne. 

And pray that I may repoffeffe the Crownc. 

Now huntfman,what will you dof 

Huntf. Marry my Lord, I thinke I had as good 
Go with you, as tarry heere to be hangd. 

gdw. Come then lets away with fpeed. Exeunt onmes 

Enter the Qnyenc,and the Lord Ritters . 

Hitters. Tell me good Madame, 

Why is your Grace fo paflionate of late ? 

Qtt. Why brother Ritters, hearc ye not the newes 
Of that fuccefle King Edward had oflate ? 

Ritters. What i lofie of fome pitcht battaile againft Warwick. 
Tu(h, feare not faire Queene,but caft thofe cares afide. 

King Edwards noble minde, his honours doth difplay ; 

And SVarwicke may lofe, though then he got the day. 

Qtt. If that were all,my greefes were at an end, 

But greater troubles will I feare befall. 

■Ri. What, is he taken prifoner by the foe. 

To the danger ofhis royall perfon then ? 

Queen. 1 ther’smy greefe,King Edward is furpriz d, 

And led away as prifoner vnto Yorke. 

Riu.Thc newes is paffing ftrange I muft confeflc ; 

Yet comfort your felfe, for Edward hath more friends. 

Then Lancafter at this time muft perceyue. 

That fome will fet him in his Throne againe. 

Oh, God grant they may ; but gentle brother come, 

And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile, 

Vntill 1 come vnto the Sanftuary, 

There to preferue the fruite within my vvombe, ^ 



ofrorkeanduncajier,. 

King Edwards feed,ttue heire to Englands crownc. Exit. 

Enter Edward and Richard , and Hafiings, with a 
troopeof Hollanders. 

Edw. Thus far from Belgia hauc we paft the feas, 
r n d mircht from Ramfpur hauen vnto Y orkf : 

But foft the gates are (hut. Hike not this. 

Rich. Sound vp the drum, and call them to the wals. 

Enter the Lord Maior of Yorke, vpon the wals. 

Maim- My Lords we had notice of your comming. 

And that’s the caufe we (land vpon our guard. 

And (hut the gates for to preferue theTowne. 

Henry now is king, and we are fworne to him. . 

Edw. Why my Lord Maior, if Henry be your king, 

Eiwardl am fure at leaft,is Duke of Yorke. 

Maior. Truth my Lord, we know you for no lefle. 

Edw. I ctaue nothing but my Dukedome. 
ftciLButwhen the Foxe hath gotten in his head, 

Hee’l quickly make the body follow after. . > 

H aft. why my Lord Maior, what ftand you vpon points t 
Open the gates, we are king Henries friends* 

Maior. Sw you fo,then lie open them prefently. 

Exit JudlOT 0 

Rich.Hy my faith, a wife ftout captaine,and fooneperfwaded 

The CMaior opens the door e, and brings the keies inhts hand, 

Edw. So my Lord Maior.thefe gates muft not be (hut, 

But in the time of warre,giue me the keyes : 

What, feare not man,for Edward will defend 
The towne and you, defpight of all y out' foes. 

Enter Sir lohn Montgomery, with drum andfoldtors. 

How now Richard, who is this ? 

&d!>,Brother,this is Sir lohn Montgommery, 

Atruftie friend,vnlefle I be deceiudc. 

E^.Welcome Sir lohn. Wherefore come you in armes* 
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Sir /<?&*. To helpe King Edward m this time of ftormes 
As cueryloyall fubieft ought to do. 

Edw. I'hankes braue Montgomery , 

Bat I onely claimemy Dukedomc, 

Vntill it pleafc God to fend the refl. 

Sir Iohn . Then fare you well.Drum ftrike vp and let vs 
March away, I came to ferue a King, and not a Duke, 

Edw. Nay flay fir Icbn^vA let vs firft debate, 

With what fecurity we may do this thing. 

Sir Iohn. VI hat Hand you on debating,to bebriefc, 

Except you prefently proclaime your felfeour King, 

lie hence againe,and keepe them backe 

That come to fuccour you,why fliould we fight. 

When you pretend no title ? 

R:ch , Fie brother,ftand you vpon tearmes ? 

Refoluc your felfc,and let vs claime the crowne. 

Edw.I am refolude once more to claime the crowne,. 

And win it too,or clfe to loi’e my life. 

Sir John. I, now my Soueraigne fpeakethhimfelfe. 

And now will 1 be Edwards Champion. 

Sound Trumpets, for Edwardi hall be prodaimd. 

Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, king of England and 
France,znd Lord of Ireland ; and whofoeuer gainfaies King 
Edwards right,by this I challenge him to Angle fight. Long 
liue Edward the fourth. 
j4U . Long Hue Edward the fourth. 

Edw. We thanke you all.Lord Maior leade onthe way. 

For this night wee’l harbour here in Torke, 

And then as early as the morning funne, 

Lifts vp his beames aboue this horifon, 

Wee’l march to London,to meete with Warwicks, 

And pull falfe Henry from the Regal! throne. 

Exeunt omr.es. 

Enter War wicks and Clarence with the Crowne, and then 

■■ King. 



King Henry , Oxford, Sotnerfet y 
young Earle of Richmond. 



of Torke and Lancafter . 

Thus from the prifon to this princely fcatc, 
gyGods great mercies am I brought againe. 

Clarence and Warwicks > do you keepe the crowne, 

^ n d gouerne and proteft my Realme in peace, 

And 1 will fpend the remnant of my daies, 

T 0 finnes rebuke, and my Creators praife. 

War. What anfweres Clarence to his Soueraignes will i 

Cla.Chtcnce agrees to what king Henry likes. 

KingMy Lord of Somerfet.what pretty boy 
Is that you feeme to be fo carefull of ? 

Sm. If it pleafe your gracc,it is young Henry, 

Earle of Richmond. 

King. Henry of Richmond, Come hither pretty Lad. 

If heauenly powers do aime aright 
Tomy diuining thoughts, thou pretty boy, 

Shalt proue this Countries bliffe. 

Thy head is made to weare a princely crowne. 

Thy lookes are all repleate with Maicfty, 

Make much of him my Lords, 

For this is he fhall helpe you more. 

Then you arc hurt by me. 

Enter one with a Letter to Warwicks . 

JTar.What counfell Lords, Edward from Belgia , 

With haftie Germanes and blunt Hollanders, 

Is paft in fafety through the narrow feas. 

And with his troopes do march amaine towards London, 
And many giddy headed people follow him. 

Oxf . Tis beft to looke to this betimes. 

For if this fire do kindle any further. 

It will be hard for vs to quench it out. 

War . In W arwicklhirc 1 haue true hearted friends. 

Not mutinous in peace,yet bold in warre. 

Them will I mufter v p,and thou fonne jflarence, 

Shalt in E(Tex,Suffolke,Norfolke,and in Kent, 

Stir vp the knights and gentlemen to come with thee. 
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And thou brother Aden t ague yvi Leifterfhire, 

Buckingham and Northamptonfhirc (halt finde. 

Men well indindc to do what thou commands. 

And thou braue Oxford, wondrous well belou’d, 

Shalt in thy Countries mutter vp thy friends. 

My Soueraigtie with his louing Cittizens, 

Shall reft in London till we come to him. 

Faire Lords take lcaue.and ftand not to reply. 

Farewell my Soueraigne. 

King .Farwell my Htttor, my Troies true hope. 

War.Varvtcl fweet Lords.lcts meete at Coucntry. 

All. Agreed. Sxemmm, 

Enter Edward and his trame. 

Edw. Seize on the ftiamefac’ft Henry , 

And once againe conuey him to the Tower, 

Away with him,I will not heare him fpeakc. 

And now towards Couentry let vs bend our colufe. 

To meete with Warwick? and his confederates. 

Exeunt omnet. 

Enter Warwick? on thewals. 

War, Where is the pofte that came from valiant Oxford ? 
How farre hence is thy Lord,my honeft fellow ? 

Oxf.pofte, By this at Daintry marching hitherward. 

War. Where is our brother Montague ? 

Where is the Pofte that came from Montaguel 
pofieA left him at Donfmore with his troopes. 

War Say Summerfield,whcre is my louing fonne? 

And by thy gueffc,how farre is Clarence hence ? 

Summer .A t Seutham my Lord I left him W ith 
His force.and do exped him two houres hence. 

War.Jhen Oxford is at hand,I heare his Drum, 

Enter Edward and his power. 

G/o.See brother, where the furlie Warwicks mans the V*aU. 
War. O vnbid fpight,is (potfull Edward come ? 

Where flept out fcouts,or how we they feduc’d, ^ 
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That we could haue no newes of their repaire l 
itfv.Now Warwicks , wilt thou be forry for thy faults, 
j^nd call Edward king, and he will pardon thee. 

War . Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 

Confeffe who fet thee vp and puld thee downe. 

Call Warwick? Patron, and be penitent ? 

And thou (halt ftill remaine the Duke of Yorke. 

glo.l had thought at leaft he would haue faid the king. 

Or did he make the ieaft againft his will. 
rpar.’Twas Warwieke gaue the kingdome to thy brother. . 
Edw. Why then tis mine, if but by Warwicks gift. 

War. but thou art no Atlas for fo a great a weight. 

And weakling, Warwick? takes his gift againe, 

Henry is my king, Warwick ? his fubied. 

Edw.l prethee gallant Warwick? tell me this. 

What is the body when the head is off? 

<j/0.Alaffe,that Warwick? had no more forefight, 

But whilft he fought to fteale the fingle ten. 

The king was finely fingred from the decke. 

You left poore Henry in the Bifhops pallaee. 

And ten to one you’l meete him in the Tower. 

Sdw.Tis euen fo,and yet you are old Warwick? ftill. 

War . O chcerefull colours,fee where Oxford comes. 



Enter Oxford, with drum and fouldiors . 
Ox, Oxford, Oxford,(ot Lancaster, 

Ed.The gates are open, fee, they enter in. 

Lets follow them, and bid them battaile in the ftreetes. 

6/o.No,fo fome other might fet vpon our backes, 
Wee’lftay till all be entered,and then follow them. 

Enter Somerfet, withDrum and foldiars » 
Som.Somerfet , Somerfet fox Lane after. 

Cjfa. Two of thy name, both Dukes of Somerfet, 

Haue folde their liues wto the houfe of York?, 

And thou lhalt be the thirdjif my fword hold, 
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E.yit, 



Exit * 
Enter. 




The contention of the two famous Houfes , 

Enter Montague, veith Drum and Soldier r. 

Mont. Mont ague, Montague for Lancafter, 

£^H».Traitcrous Montague, thou and chy brother 
Shall deerely abide this rebellious a<5te. 

Enter Clarence with Drum and Soldiers, 
t War. And loc where George of Clarence fweepes along, 
Ofpower enough to bid his brother battailc. 
fla. Clarence .Clarence for Lancafter. 

Edw. £ t ht "Brute, w\\t thou (lab Cafar too ? 

A parlie firra,to George of Clarence. 

Sound a par lie, and Richard and Clarence whiffters together, and then 
(flarence takes his red Rofe out of his Hat, S' throwes it at Warwtc ^ 

War. Come (7wwcf?,come,thou wilt if Warwick? call. 

Cla. Father of War wicke, know you what this mcanes? 

I throw mine infamy at thee, 

I will not ruinate my fathers houfc, 

(Who gaue his blood toiime the ftones together) 

And fet vp Lancafter. Thinkeft thou. 

That Clarence is fo harfti vnnaturall. 

To lift his lword againft bis brothers life. 

And fo proud hearted Warwicke I defie thee, 

And to my brothers turne my blulhing cheekes. 

Pardon me Edward far I haue done amifle, 

And Richard do not frowne vpon me. 

For henceforth 1 will proue no more vneonftant, 

Edw. Welcome Clarence, and ten times more welcome* 
Then if thou neuer hadft deferu’d our hate. 

Glo. Welcome good Clarence,this is brotherly. _ 

War. Oh parting traitor,pcriur’d and vniuft. 

Sdw .Now Warwick?, vi\\t thou leaue 
The towne and fight f or ftiall we beate the 
Stones about thine eares ? 

War* Why I am not coopt vp heere for defence, 

I will away to ftwwfprefemly, 



of Torke and Lancaster* 

And bid thee battaile,£iAtw^ if thou dar’ft. 

Edw. Yes Warwicke he dares, and leades the way. 

Lords to the field,Saint George and vi&ory. 

Exeunt omnts. 

Alar mes, and then enter Warwick? wounded. 

War.hh, who is nie ? Come to me friend or foe. 

And tell me who is \\£tox, Tork? or Warwick? ? 

Why aske I that ? my mangled body fhewes, 

• That I muft yeeld my body to the earth. 

And by ray fall the conqucft to my foes. 

Thus yeelds the Cedar to the axes edge. 

Whole armes gaue Ihelter to the princely Eagle, 

Vnder whofe Ihadc the rampant Lyon dept. 

Whole top branch ouer-peerd /c«r.f fpreading tree. 

The wrinckles in my browes now fild with bloud, 

Were likened oft to kingly fepulchers. 

For who liu’d king,but I could dig his grauc? 

And who durft fmile,when Warwick? bent his brow • , 

Loe now my glory fmeard in duft and blood. 

My parkcs,my walkes.my mannors that 1 had, 

Euen now forlake me,and of all my Lands, 

Is nothing left me but my.'bodtes length. 

£nter Oxford and S enter fet* 

Oxf. Ah Warwick?, Warwick?, cheere vp thy lelfe and hue, 

For yet there's hope enough to win the day. 

Our warlike Queeiie with treopes is come from Trance, 
And.at.Sew6 hamptron landed all her traine, 

Audmightft thou li ue, then would we neuer flic. 

S^r.Why then I would not flie.noi haue I now. 

But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to ods. 

For many wounds recei u’d^and many more repaide. 

Hath robd my ftrong knit finevves of their ftrength, 

And fpite of fpites needs muft I yeeld to death, 

^fw.Thy brother- Montague hath breath’d his kft, 
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And at the pangs of death I heard him cry 
And fay, Commend me to my valiant brother : 

And more he would haue fpoke, and more he faide, 
Whichfounded like a clamour in a vault. 

That could not be diftinguifht for the found. 

And fo the valiant Montague gaue vp the ghoft. 

War. What is pompe, rule, reigne, but earth and dull i 
And Hue we how we can, yet dye we mull. 

Sweet reft his foule, flye Lords, and faue your fellies. 

For Warmc^ebids you all farewell to mecte in heauen. 

He Ayes. 

Oxf. Come Noble Somerfct, let’s take our horfe, 

And caufe retreate be founded through the Campe, 

That all our friends that yet remaine aliue, 

May be forewarn’d, and faue themfelues by flight . 

That done, with them weell pofte vnto the Queenc, 

And once more try our fortune in the field. 

Sxit ambo . 

Enter Edward, Clarence , and Glofter, with 

Soldiers. 

Edw. Thus ftill our fortune giues vs vi&orie, 
r . And girt out temples with triumphant ioyes. 

The bi g-bon’d traitor warwicke hath breath’d his laft, 

And heauen this day hath fmil’d vponvs all. 

But in this deare and brightlome day, 

1 fee a blacke fufpitious clowd appeare. 

That will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 

Before he game hiseafefull wefterne beames ; 

I meane thofe pow’rs which the Queene hath got in France 
Are landed, and meane once more to menace vs. 

Glo. Oxford and Somerfct are fled to her. 

And *tis likely, if (he haue time to breath. 

Her fa&ion will be full as ftrong as ours. 

- Edw. We are aduertifde by our louing friends. 

That they do hold their courfe towardes Tewksbury : 
Thither will we, for willingnefle rids way J 



of Torke and Lancafler. 
indin euery Country as we pafft along, 

ourftrengths Ihall be augmented. 

rorne lets go, for if we flacke this bright fummers day, 

Sb«p c winters (howets will marre our hope for .»uus. 

Enter the Queene. Prince Edward , Oxford and Somerfet, 
wit h Drum and Soldiors. 

Qneene : Welcome toEngland,my louing friends of France, 
And welcome Somerfet, and Oxford too. 

Once more haue we fpread our failcs abroad, 
and though our tackling be almoft confumde, 
and Warwicke as our tnaine Maft ouerthrowne, 

Yet warlike Lords raife you that fturdie pofte, 

Thatbcares the failes to bring vs vnto reft, 
and Ned and I as willingPilots Ihould, 

For once with carefull mindes guide on the fterne. 

To bcare vs through that dangerous gulfe 
That heeretofore hath fwallowed vp our friends. 

Prince. And if there be (as God forbid there lhould) 
amongft vs a timerous or fcarefull man. 

Let him depart before the battailes ioync, 

Leaft he in time of need entice another, 
and fo withdraw the foldiours hearts from vs, 

I will not ftand aloofe and bid you fight. 

But with my fword preafe in the thickeft throngs, 
and Angle Edward from his ftrongeft guard, 
and hand to hand enforce him forto yeeld, 

Orleaue my body aswitnefle o.f.my thoughts, 

Oxf. Women and children of fo high refolue. 

And warriors faint, why twere perpetuall lhame. 

Oh braue youngPrince^hy noble grandfather 
Doth liue againe in thee. 

Long maift thou liue to beare his image. 

And to renew his glories. - , 

Som. And he that turnes and flies when fuch do ngnt. 

Let him to bcd.and like the Owle by day 




The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

Be hift, and wondered at if he arife. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. My Lords, Duke Edward with a mighty power 
Is marching hitherwards to fight with you. 

Oxf, I thought it was his policy to take vs vnprouided. 

But here will we (land and fight it to the death. 

Enter K .Edward f larence,Gldfter,Haftings ,andft>Hldiers. 

Edw. See brothers, yonder ftands the thorny wood, 

Which by G ods afliftance, and your proweffe, 

Shall with our fwords ere night be deane cut downe. 

Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen what I fhouldfay 
My teates gainfay.For as you fee,Idrinke 
The water of mine eyes. Then no more but this : 
tfewr/ourKingisprifoner in the Tower, 

His land, and all our friends, are quite diftreft, 

And yonder ftands the Wolfe that makes all this ; 

Then on Gods name Lords together cry, Saint George. 
t/fll. Saint George for Lancafter. 

Jlarrns to the battell,Yorke flies, thenthe chambers be diftharged. 
Then enter the King , Clarence, Glofter,and the reft, making a great, 
font, and cry , for Yorke, for Yorke, and then the Queent, Prince, 

1 Oxford , and, Somerfet are taken , and then found and inter all a- 
gaine. 

Edw. Lo here a period of tumultuous broyles. 

Away with Oxford to Hames Caftle ftraight. 

For Somerfet, off with his guilty head. 
Away,Iwillnothearethemfpeake. - 

Oxf. For my partlle not trouble thee with words. Exit Oxf. 
$<?w.Nor I, but ftoop with patience to my death. txitSrn . 
Edw. Now Edward, what fatisfaiftion canft thou make, 
For ftirringvp my fubiedls to rebellion ? 

Prin. Speakelikc a fubie& proud ambitious Yorke; 
Suppofe that I am now my fathers mouth, 

Refigne thy chaire,and where I ftand, kneele thou, 

Whilft I propofe the fclfefame words to thee. 
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Which Traitor thou wouldft haue me anfwer to. 

Qu. Oh that thy father had bene fo refolu’d. 

Gif That you might ftill haue kept your pcticote, 

And ncre haue ftolne the breech from Lancafter. 

prtn. Let v£fop fable in a winters night, . 

His currifh Riddles forts not with this place. 

Glo, By heauen brat,ile plague you for that word. 

Qu. I, thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 

Glo, For Gods fake take away this captiue fcold. 

Prin. Nay take away this fcolding Crooke-backc rather. 
Edw. Peace wilful! boy, or I will tame your tongue. 

Cl a. Vntutor’d Lad, thou art too malapart. 

Prin. 1 know my duty, you are all vndutifull. 

Lafciuious Edward, and thou periur’dGeorge, 

And thou mHhapen Dicke, I tell you all 

I am your better. Traitors as you be. , 

Edw. Take that, thou likeneffc of this railer here. Stabs km, 
Qu. Oh kill me too. 

Clo. Marry and (hall. , .. 

Ed. Hold Richard hold, for we haue done too much already 
Glo. Why (hould (he Hue to fill the world with words# 

Ed. What doth {he fwound ? 

Make meanes for her rccouery. 

Clo, Clarence, excufe me to the King my brother, 

I muft to London on a ferious matter. 

Ere you come there, you (hall heare.more newe*. 

Cla. About what, prethee tell me ? 

Clo. The Tower man, the Tower : He roote thennout^^ 

Ou. Ah Ned, fpeake to thy Mother boy : 

Ah, thou canft not /peake. 

Trai tors , T yrant s , bloo dy Homi cid cs. 

They that ftab’d Cafar fhed no blood at ail. 

For he was a man ; this, in refpeil a childe, 

And men nerc fpend their fury on a childc. 

What’s worfe then Tyrant that I may not name s 1 
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You haue no children diuel$,ifyou had, 

The thought of them would then haue ftopt your rage, 
But if you cuer hope to haue a fonne, 

Lookc in his youth to haue him fo cut off. 

As traitors you haue done this fweet young Prince. 

Edw. Away, and bearc her hence. 

O ueene. Nay nerc beare me hence, difpatch 
Me"heere, heere (heathethy fword, 
lie pardon thee my death.Wilt thou not i 
Then Clarence, do thou do it. ^ 

/7i*.By heauen I would not do thee fo muen eale. 
Oueene.G ood Q^ence do, fweet Clarence kill me too. 
CAt.Didft thou not heare me fweare I would not do it ? 
Queen. I,but thou vfeft to forfweare thy felfe, 

Twas before, but now tis charity. 

Where’s the d'.-.l. butcher ,hard-fauoured Richard, 
Richard where art thou? He is not here. 

Murder is his almes -deed. 

Petitioners for blood, hee lnereputbackc. 

Edw. Away I fay, and take her hence perforce. 

6>#.So come to you and yours, as to this Prince.^ 
*£3»».Clarence,whether is Gloftcr gone ? 

C/<«.Marry my Lord to London, and as I guefie. 

To make a bloody {upper in the Tower. 

Edw. He is fudden if a thing come in his head. 
Well,difchargc the common foldiors with pay 
and thanks,and now lets toward London, 

To fee our gentle Queene how the doth tare, 

For by this 1 hope (he hath a fonne for vs. 



Exit. 



Exeunt ernes . 



Enter Glofier to King Henry in the Tower. 

Glo Good day my Lord. What at your booke lo hard ? 
Hen . I my good Lord. Lord I (hould fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter, good was little better. 

Good Glofter, and good Diuell,were all alike. 

What feene of death hath Rofint now to acre 
. 6/c.Sufpition alwaie* haunts a guilty mindc. 












cf rorke and LancaHer. 

JJW*,TheVird oncclimde,doth feare thefatall bufh, 
a n d 1 the haplcfle maile to one poore bird, 

Haue now the fatall obiedV in mine eie. 

Where my poore young was limde,was caught and kild. 

GloXh hy ,what a foole was that of Crcete ? 

That taught his fonne tire office of a bird, 

And yet for all that the poore Fowle was drownd. 

Hen. I Dedalns, my poore fonne learns. 

Thy father Minos that denide our courfe. 

Thy brother Edward , the funne that fearde his wings. 

And thou the enuieft gulfe tharfwallowed him. 

Oh better can my breaft abide thy daggers point. 

Then can mine earesthat tragieke hiftory. 

Glo. Why doft thou thinke I am an executioner ? 

Hen. A perfecutor I am Cure thou art. 

And if murdering innocents be executions, 

Then I know thou art an executioner. 

Glo . Thy fonne I kild for his prefumption. 

Hen. Hadft thou bin kild when firft thou didft prefume. 
Thou hadft not liude to kill a fonne of mine. 

And thus I prophefie of thee. 

That many a widow for her husbands death, 

And many an infants water ftanding eie, 

Widowes for their husbands, children for their fathers. 
Shall curfc the time that euer thou wert borne. 

The Owle fhrikt at thy birth,an euillfigne. 

The night Crow cride^boding lucklefl'e tune, 
Dogshowld, and hideous tempefts (hookedownc trees, 
The Rauen rookt her on the Chimnies top; 

And chattering Pies in difmall difeord fung, 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine, 

And yet brought forth leffethen a mothers hope, 

Towit : an vndigeft created lumpe, 

Not like the fruite of fuch a goodly tree, 

Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne, 

To fignifie thou earn’d to bite the world. 

And if the reft be true that I haue heard, 




The contention of the two f moist Hotifes , 



Thou cam’ft into the world 

(jlo. Die prophet in thy fpeech,iie heare no more. 
For this amongft the reft was I ordain’d. 



Stubs him 



Hen. I; and for much more flaughter after this. 
OGodforgiuemy finnes, and pardon thee. ' Hedyes 

Glo. What ? will the afpiring blood of Lancafter 
Sinke into the ground ? I had thought it would haue mounted. 
See how my fword weepes for the poore Kings death. 

Now may fuch purple tcares alwayes be filed. 

For fuch as fecke the downfall of our houfe. Stab him acen. 

Downe, downe to hell, and fay I fent thee thither : 

I, that haue neither pitty,loue, nor feate* 

Indeede twas true that Henry told me of. 

For I haue often heard roy mother fay, 

I came into the world with my legges forward. 

And had I not reafon thinke you to make haft. 

And feeke their ruines that vfurp’d our rights ? 

The women weeping, and the Midwife crying, 

0 Iefus blcfie vs, he is borne with teeth : 

A nd fo I was indeede. Which plainly fignified/ 

That I fhould lharle and bite, and play the Dogge. 

Then, fince heauen hath made my body fo. 

Let hell make crook’d my minde to anfwer it. 

1 had no Father, I am like no Father ; 

I haue no brothers, I am like no brothers j 

And this word Lone, which gray-beards terme Diuine, 

Be refident in men like one another. 

And not in me, I am my fclfe alone. 

Clarence beware, thou keptft me from the light. 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buz abroad fuch Prophefies, 

Vnder pretence of outward feeming ill. 

As Edward (hall be fearefull ofhis life. 

And then to purge his feare. He be thy death. 

King Henry , and the Prince his fonne are gone. 

And Clarence thou art next muft follow them. 

So by one and one difpatching all the reft, 



of Tor ke and Lancaster. 
Counting my felfe but bad, till I be beft. 
jle drag thy body in an6ther roome. 

And triumph Henry in thy day of doome, 



« 



Exit. 



,‘ 13 1 



Inter King Edward; Queene Elizabeth, and a Nterfe with the young 
Prince, and Clarence,giofier,HaHings ,and others ♦ 

Bfcr.Once morewelitiriEnglandsthrone, f -"f f" 

Repurchaft with the blood of enemies, '; f!V ; ; 

What valiant foemen like to Autumnes come, 

Haue we mow’d downe in tops of all their pride ?‘ 

Three Dukes of Somerfet, three-fold renownd 
For hardy and vndoubted Champions. 

Two Cliffords,as the father and the fonne. 

And two Northumbcrlandsjtwo braucr men 
Nere fpurd their Courfers at the trumpets found- 
With them the two rough Bcares ,Warwicky and Cdior.tague, 
That in their chaines fettered the Kingly Lion, 

And made the Forreft tremble when they roard, 

Thus haue we fwept fufpition from our feat. 

And made our footftoole of fecurity. 

Come hither 2fej/e,and let me kifie my boy, 

Young 7VW,for thee,thine V ncklcs and my felfe, 

Haue in our armours watcht the winters night, 

Marcht all afoot, in fummers fealding heate. 

That thou mightft repofleffe the crowne in peace. 

And of our labours thou fhahreape the gaine. 

Glo. lie blafthisharueft,if your head were laid, 

For yet I am not lookt on in the World. 

This (houlder was ordaind fo thieke to heaue, 

And heaue it fhall fomc weight, or breake my backe, 

Worke thou the way, and thou (halt execute. 

Edxv. Brothers of Clarence and of Gloftcr, 
Praylouemylouely Queene, 

AndkifieyourPrincelyNephew,both. 

* Cla. The duty thatl owe vnto your Maiefty, 

Ifealc vpon the rofiate lips of this fwcete Babe- 




St**, 



The contention of the two famous Houfes, 
^2,#<?»<?.Thankes noble Clare»ce,viotthy brother thankes. 
Clo . And that I loue the fruite from whence thou fprangft, 
Witnefle the louing kiffe I giuc the childe. * 

To fay the truth,fo ludas kift his matter. 

And fo he cride allhaiie, and meant all harme. 

■E^w.Now am I fcated as my foule delights, 

C/<*.What will your grace haue done with CMargaret} 
Reynard her father, to the King of France 
Hath pawnd the C ice Is and Ierufalem, 

And hither haue they lent it for a ranfome. 

Edrv. Away with her,and waft her hence to France, 

And now what reft*,but that we fpend the time. 

With (lately triumphs and mirthfull comicke (hewes. 

Such as befits the plealures of the Court. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets,farwell to fowrc annoy,' 

For hcete I hope begins our lading ioy. 

Exeunt mnes. 
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FINIS. 
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